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In Search of Summer---No. 2. 


Toro Cuico Horst, 
MOonrtTEREY, Mexico, Jan. 13, ’91. 
I should say it was ‘‘In Search of Summer!” 
I thought I had found it, bat the stub end of a 


SPANISH LADY. 


Texas Norther is making me shiver like the 
villain in a play, and tropics or no tropics, this 
feels like winter. Even the assurance that the 
mercury has not gone below 52° is no comfort 
when it takes two flannel shirts, a guernsey 
and double-reefer tb keep me from shivering 
the filling out of my teeth. We have been here 
nearly two weeks, and the weather has been 
delightful—warm, yet exhilirating, during the 
day, cool, but pleasant, at night. On Satur- 
day night it turned cold, the wind roared till 
Mrs. Don thought the mud roof was going to 
permit itself to be blown off the tavern, and 
then it clouded up, the rain loitered about, the 
clouds drifted over the Topo Chico Mountain 
till one could almost reach up from the val- 
ley and touch them with a walking stick. 
Talking about clouds, I never saw such panor- 
amic exhibitions of meteorological phenomena 
before! A so-called spur of the Sierra Madres 
comes within twelve or fifteen miles of this 
place. Some say they are thirty miles off— 
nobody here has any idea of distances, time, 
tide or the proper use of soap—and about the 
distant peaks oceans of smoky vapor, islands 
of sun-illumined floss, streams of silvery sheen 
have been circling with the dignity of eternal 
grandeur during the disturbance of our com- 
fort here below. I find out what an earth- 
worm I am when I tire of such a heavenly 
parade and growl at the country I am in, the 
mountains around me and the sky above, just 
because ‘Old Si” finds a new place to ache, 
and Iam forced to hang over a fire instead of 
scampering across the plains on my pony. You 
ought to see the stove we have in our room— 
it is about the size of a plug hat, and every 
time it is touched the pipe threatens to fall 
down. Yet it warms the room and is said to be 
one of the six bedroom stoves in the whole 
Republic of Mexico. I have a notion to slip 
it into my valise and take it along when we go 
south, as this Norther is said to have touched 
up even the most sultry places, and may do it 


again. 
om 


* * 

Last week I made a feeble effort to excite 
the envy of all those left to worry through a 
northern winter, and retribution has been 
swift to overtake me. Perhaps you may be 
having it nice and warm! I have no means of 
judging. There is a Post Office department in 
the government of Mexico, but it is managed 
like the old lady who kept tavern, and for over 
a week not a sign or sound has come to me 
from Toronto. When this epistle may reach 
you, if ever, is as delightfully uncertain as the 
end of life. One almost hates to put a date on 
a letter for fear, when it arrives at its destina- 
tion, it may look like a shock of gray hair on 
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top of a by no means frisky child of the dis- 

tance. This doubt furnishes an excuse for 

laziness, and is thus continually tempting me 

with the query: ‘* What use is there in toiling 

over your work when perhaps it will never 

reach the river?” Surely I need no such in- 
centive to yield to the dream- 
ing and idling born of this 
lovely land and intoxicating 
air. Contentment comes like 
a spell and _ forgetfulness 
makes to-day pleasant and to- 
morrow unimportant, save 
when the valley is visited by 
the cold winds, which makes 
Northerners so provident and 
worry so plentiful. 

os 
Bad as the postal service is 

now, it is infinitely better than 
it once was. Often in the days 
of state revolutions in this 
country I have gone to the 
post office and found letters 
waiting me, but before I could 
get possession of them and 
feast my eyes on news from 
home, I have had to pay a 
dollar apiece to the post- 
master, who could see no 
reason why he should not 
make a little something out of 
the transaction. I invariably 
put up the money, for what 
could a stranger do? It would 
take a month to communicate 
with the capital, and then 

there was no certainty of any notice being 

taken of the matter. Furthermore, a new 

revolution might take place in the meantime, a 

new postmaster be placed im charge, and the 

old one put to flight or death. At that time 

the legitimate postage was twenty-five cents 

on a letter, and as I had left 

my best girl back in Canada 

—I have her with me now— 

my correspondence came 

high, but I had to have it. 

Now the postage is five cents 

and if one’s letters are not 

more than a month late com- 

plaint is held to be a sign of 

hasty manners and a petulant 

disposition. 


* 
* * 

The ride from Nuevo La- 
redo to Monterey was in the 
night and through uninter- 
esting scenery. One could 
see in the moonlight a broad 
plain, with sparse bunches of 
coarse grass or bare earth, 
cactus-covered hills, and later 
on some mountains dimly de- 
fined against the sky. The 
Salada river deep and swift 
between its high banks, is 
passed shorily after entering 
Mexico. It is the largest 
tributary of the Rio Grande 
excepting perhaps the Pecos 
which enters it from Texas. 
The mountains become higher 
and nearer, and the Q. C. and 
I guessed they must be 
within two or three miles. 
The conductor said they were 
thirty miles away. Distances 
are deceptive, the air is so 
clear and the altitude already 
so great. I was shown the 
interior of the third-class car, 
peopled by negroes, Indians, 

Mexicans and two drunken Americans. 

The men and women were sleeping in the 

hard wooden seats or on the floor, huddled 

under blankets—for the night was cold— 

and forming groups which defy descrip- 

tion or imagination. I told the conductor 

that I could not be deceived in the distance 

of those third-class passengers, the smell 

was too strong. The night grew cold—we 

were 2,000 feet above the sea—and when at 

three o’clock in the morning we arrived at Mon- 

terey were chilled to the marrow. The idlers 

about the stations had been warming 

up with native booze and could not 

understand my somewhat uncertain 

Spanish. The street cars, I had been 

told, met the train, but no cars were 

in sight. I made enquiries and was 

answered No entiende—‘‘I do not 

understand.” I explained that a 

hack would do and the red-blank- 

eted Mexican staggered up a little 

closer and breathed on me. His 

breath was strong enough with 

Mescal and onions to teach any in- 

telligent traveler the language, but 

I was sleepy and cold and it didn’t 

work. Loaded down with seven 

valises and a photograph camera we 

stumbled around the cars on the 

siding and past the end of the 

wooden station, the Q. C. silent but 

exasperated, Mrs. Don expressing 

far too hastily, I thought, her regret 

at having come along. We found 

the street cars and I asked the 

driver of one of them if he went 

near Hotel Hidalgo. He didn’t enti- 

ende either. I repeated the question 

in a somewhat louder tone, the Q. C. 

piled up his share of the hand bag- 

gage and sat down on it and in- 

directly on me. Mrs, Don again ex- 

pressed grave doubts as to my ability 

to talk anything but a questionable 

quality of English—the latter re- 

mark suggested perhaps by my 


tendency to drop into profane sections of 
my native tongue between my struggles 
with Spanish. A drunken American ap- 
proached and volunteered to act as inter- 
preter. Still there was no sign of any 
entiende. I went over to a different car and 
questioned the driver. Hesaid he would ask 
the conductor, who lay asleep in the vehicle, 
but he was too baracho to know his own name, 
I tried a third car and was told by 
the polite Mexican driver that he 
passed the very door. When I _ got 
back to my party the tipsy Yankee was un- 
steadily lecturing them on the folly of going 
to Hotel Hidalgo, but twenty minutes later we 
were in the hotel. With a fine sense of pro- 
priety the American clerk asked the Q. C. if 
either of us was married to the lady, and I 
explained that I had the honor. ‘“*The man 
and his wife can have No, 6, but the gentleman 
will have to sleep with another gentleman.” 
The Q. C. kicked at once. Possibly he had in 
his mind the people in the third-class car ; he 
would rather sit up the balance of the night, 
indeed, he would stand up or walk the streets 
rather than bunk with a stranger. His pro- 
test prevailed and he got a room all by his 
lonely. 


* 
* 


The bedrooms of a Mexican hostelry are dis- 
appointing; at first glance they do not even 
seem quite clean. The transoms are not fur. 
nished with glass, and the dust from the court- 
yard blows in, forming a lime-colored crust 
over everything. The mattress is built in sec- 
tions, and the crevices seem always under 
what the Cockney calls a “ wital pawt.” I may 
be wrong, but the alleged linen in our room 
looked too rumpled to be quite fresh, and it 
was only after careful examination that 
the intense weariness of the moment was 
yielded to and a decision arrived at to take 
chances. The pillows were about the size of a 
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ten cent bag of salt and quite as hard. This, 
too, was in what is known as the best hotel in 
Mexico—the one that might be described as the 
Queen’s of the Southern Republic. It is kept by 
an Englishman and a big, jolly fellow he is, and 
not too proud to wear the cap and apron of the 
kitchen either. His sister and housekeeper is 
ill and at the springs taking the waters, so, I 
suppose, the hotel is not up to its best just now, 
though with Mexican help perfection is im- 
possible. The fact however, remains, that the 
tourist in this country must not expect too 
much in the hotels ; they are not well furnished, 
the “‘ modern conveniences,” are lacking and the 
meals are not served as Canadians are sure to 
demand, Like all southern countries the food 
—except the soup and pudding at dinner—is all 
put upon the table at once, and isn’t quite hot 
when it gets there. Stewed meats are popular 
and are half jellied before they can be eaten, 
fried meats are woody on the start and tough 
at the finish, Eggs are always good, and 
the climate is such that the hen works indus- 
triously the year round. The coffee is good, the 
tea poor, the vegetables cold, the onions strong, 
yet if one is prepared to live simply it can be 
accomplished in Mexico without the slightest 
sense of deprivation. The expense is not great 
—from two to three and a half dollars a day 
being ample. If one so desires this can be 
reduced by half, though without a knowledge 
of the language it would be a rather uncomfort- 
able life. 
ee 

After a day’s sight-seeing in Monterey anda 
lovely lounge about the plaza under orange and 
banana trees, by a fountain which is the center 
of the city’s social life, we took the horse cars 
for Topo Chico Hot Springs. They have electric 
light in the city, but not electric cars, The 
latter are nearly as big as ours and are pro- 
pelled by a Wee, wee mule, who tackles the 
job of pulling the load behind him ina spirit 
of earnest determination, which should enlist 
more human sympathy than it does. The 
ordinary fare up-town is six cents, from the 
station of the Mexican National Railway to 
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Topo Chico is twelve cents more—the dis- 
tance is some three miles and the time forty- 
five minutes. The ride is through a fertile 
valley, cut up like a checker board by irrigat- 
ing ditches. Stumpy palm trees and mosquit 
hedges border the fields with variegated green 
and melters and many signs of 
prosperity mark the suburbs of 

the most Yankeefied city in 
Mexico. 

* * 

They tell me that the Mc- 
Kinley Bill has had a wonderful 
effect in stimulating the pro- 
gress of this country. Mexico 
has been sharp and revengeful 
in her reprisals, and Texas is as 
sore as a boil over the injury 
done her by Congress. A little 
later on, if you will pardon me / 
for being historical once in a | 2¢ 
while, I shall weave into this 
narrative such facts as shall out- 
line the struggles of a nation 


which is rapidly developing and ; ie 


will yet have a great place in 

the world. In dealing with a 

subject such as this I know I 

am risking the charge of being 

prosy, but in North America 

there are but three nations— 

Canada, the UWnitea States and 

Mexico. Of the first two we 

know much, of the third little or , 

nothing, yet her progress has 

been through blood and sorrow, 

and the share the United States has had in 
creating her troubles and aggravating her 
miseries may have a lesson for us. 


* a 

Topo Chico is a collection or rather a scatter- 
ation of one storey houses, principally window- 
less, the bath house and the hotel alone having 
two storeys and glass win- 

dows. The village does not 

smite the eye as a vision of 

beauty. The hotel is separ- 

ated from the mule car track 

by a field and is surrounded 

by Mexican huts, goat corrals 

and donkey yards. The huts 

are built of stone thatched 

with sugar cane and belong, 

as a rule, to the residents 

who are not prepared to 

make way for the American 

speculator unless he puts up 

an unreasonable price. Not- 

withstanding that the facts 

may offer a defence of the 

proprietor of the springs, the 

first impression of the stran- 

ger is that Topo Chico Hotel 

is situated in a barn yard 

and the bath house in a back 

alley. Everything is dry, 

however, and the yards in 

which the burros bray, the 

goats bleat, and the roosters 

crow are neatly swept, the 

stone huts are white-washed 

and there is no disagreeable 

odor. The test of the Mexi- 

can climate is found in the 

village, town and city. Ihave 

not yet encountered a bad 

smell except on a mescal- 

laden Mexican’s breath or in 

the too close proximity of an 

unwashed Indian. The air is 

so pure that meat, butter, 

eggs and provisions of all 

sorts will keep for—to us 

northerners—a fabulous time. If the same 
disregard of every hygienic principle and cleanly 
habit were to prevail in the north the grave- 
yard would claim half the population. Here, 
there are no rules, no supervision of the public 
health or habits, no scavengers 
but the hogs and they are disgust- 
ingly everywhere. Forced famili- 
arity with the habits of the Mexi- 
can hog has cured ;me of pork. 
The savory “sassenger” and se- 
ductive ham are alike powerless 
to make me forget the long- 
legged, razor-backed, shar p- 
snouted beast whicn in these vil- 
lages is the entire sanitation de- 
partment. 


* 
* * 


This hotel is managed by a 
shrewd, but motherly old Texan 
lady, who remembers when the 
Lone Star State was a republic 
by itself. She sorrows that the 
brave old days of Davy Crockett 
have passed away, but a kinder 
old scul never hac an earthly 
tabernacle and the boarders all 
call her “‘ aunty.” The rates are 
$15 per week Mexican money— 
$12 per week American money— 
and the table is as good ascan be 
found anywhere in this country, 
exeept at Liotel Hidalgo in Mont- 
erey. No matter what criticisms 
may be made our hotel is home- 
like and Mrs. Carrington’s kindly 
care makes its inmates feel like 
one big family. Just now it is not 
crowded, for tourists are just get- 
ting over a smallpox scare, but 
there are two elderly couples 
from Memphis, Tenn., old Col. 
O'Connor and his grand-daughter 
from Fort Wayne, Ind., a railway 
man from Fort Worth, Tex., two 
young men from Missouri, with 
only half a lung between them, 
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and a score of other interesting people, many of 
whom are here because they think they couldn’t 
stay alive anywhere else. We have good music 
every night in the sala, cards and conversation 
for the lame folks, walking parties, photographic 
expeditions, mountain climbing and bathing— 
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A MEXICAN FIESTA, 


the latter taking quite a share of our time. I 
like it and it is helping my sciatica, the Q. C. is 
improving rapidly, Mrs. Don isn’t quite sure 
whether she is glad she came—but then she 
isn’t sick, Next week I shall speak of the 
baths and the wonderful cures the waters 
effect, and of the people of this queer land, 
rightly enough called the Egypt of America. 
Good-bye. Don. 


Around Town. 


There seems to have been a miraculous 
change of opinions on the matter of submitting 
the Sunday street car question to the people. 
Now that the elections are over and the sky 
above is clearing, some of those who valorously 
crept under the barn before have experienced a 
change of heart, which prompts them to come 
out and say, ‘“‘Let the people rule.” There is 
not the slightest douot that a petition, signed 
by five thousand citizens, or even double that 
number, who favor the movement can be pro- 
cured. The people will then have an 
opportunity of saying whether they agree 
with a ring of unprogressive journals, 
clerics and laymen, or whether they intend to 
keep Toronto abreast of the advancement 
of other enterprising cities round about us, 
It seems almost incredible that any thinking 
man, or body of men, in this year of grace, 
should argue that the people should not be 
trusted to express their feelings freely on any 
such question. What remnant of the dark 
ages is this that we have with us? Have we 
here in Toronto, in the present day, some of 
the shivering ghosts of those from whom with 
force and bloodshed, Liberty and Intelligence 
wrested all their privileges? Thisisa day when 
the people are ruling themselves and speaking 
and acting for themselves in almost every 
part of the globe. Wherever the domination 
of the classes has not yet entirely dis- 
appeared, it is being undermined and is 
rapidly tottering to its fall. The people have 
spoken for themselves and will speak for them- 
selves in this case. If they want Sunday street 
cars they will say so; if they do not want them 
they will voice their sentiments with no un- 
certain sound. But itis a sight tosee these 
would-be followers of the old Danish King 
sitting in their chairs—editorial and other- 
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wise—upon the shore and ordering the waves 
to retire. 


os 


. * 

The trouble seems to be that Toronto has 
grown so fast that many of her estimable citi- 
zens have not been able to keep up with her 
growth. They are not yet fully awake to the 
fact that instead of the one-horse town of ten 
or twelve years ago, they are now living in 
a city, small as-yet, but commencing to 
assume metropolitan proportions. They still 
imagine that the city of to-day can be 
run in the same way as the town of a de- 
cade ago. They are slow to adopt new and 
improved machinery. In this Sunday street 
car business they are not unlike the old- 
fashioned farmers who would have nothing to 
do with fanning-mills, because they felt that 
the devil must be connected with anything 
that could make wind when there was none 
blowing in the usual way. It would be a very 
pleasant state of affairs if Toronto could go on 
increasing in size and developing into a great 
industrial center and still retain the Sunday 
of its village days. It would be a delight 
if every workingman could sit down on 
summer Sundays under his own shade 
tree, and on his plot of grass, or toddle 
with his wife and family to hear his favor- 
ite preacher just around the corner. But, 
alas for the dreams of those who are not yet 
awake, such things are not compatible in the 
present state of affairs with life in great cities. 
Those who would have the Sabbath of the 
country village must go to the village to get 
it. The Sabbath of cities must be made 
so as to furnish the greatest good to the 
greatest number of people, even if the 
rumble of the ‘“ poor-man’s chariot” does 
grate rather harshly on super-sensitive ears. 
There is no occasion for being alarmed that 
the running of .the cars on Sunday will make 
any more labor for either man or beast. If 
those people who are now so zealous for the 
welfare of the poor car-driver and his horse 
only retain half of the same zeal after the cars 
commence running on Sunday, they can easily 
detect it and raise an outcry if they find them 
compelled to work seven days in the week. 
That the cars will run on Sunday in Toronto 
ere long isas certain as that the spring will 
follow this winter. 


. 
* * 


Now that the ladies have been given the 
privilege of becoming members of the High 
school board the memory goes wandering back 
to sundry meetings of the Separate school 
board where their gentle presence might have 
wrought a calm, 


* 
+ * 


The sermons and lectures of Kev. Father 
Huntington of New York have created much 
discussion during the week. It cannot be said 
of this young, Anglican enthusiast that he does 
nothing but talk and leaves the work for 
others. Ashe said the other evening at the 
Auditorium he is not alone a friend of the poor, 
but one of the poor. He has, it appears, given 
himself wholly up to the amelioration of the 
condition of the wretched and downtrodden. 
Men whose enthusiasm carry them as far as 
this always win the confidence of the public. 
The man of deeds is the man to whom atten- 
tion is paid. When a man has himself put his 
hand to the plough and says “come” instead 
of saying ‘‘ go,” he gives an assurance that can 
be given in no other way. His following is 
sure of him and he is sure ot his following, 
for the great majority of mankind have always 
needed, and will always need, a leading spirit. 
Father Huntington has found the weedy field 
for his labors in the slums of New York, than 
which there is probably no more pestilential 
spot under the blue canopy. Seeing there, in 


the greatest city of this continent, the bitter | 


contrast between **the mighty and the mean, 
the pride of wealth and the abjectness of pov- 
erty,” he has concluded that the most practical 
remedy is to be found in the adoption of the 
theories promulgated by Henry George and his 


adherents. In his reply on Tuesday evening to | 


Principa! Grant’s criticism of the Single Tax 
doctrine, he addressed one of the most enthu- 
siastic meetings ever held in Toronto in the 
interests of this cause. As it is a question 
which affects everyone there is a most wide- 
spread interest taken init, and the audience 
which heard Father Huntington was as repre- 
sentative as could be desired, from the day 
laborer to the highest intellectual lights of the 
city. The Single Tax question is one in which 
much interest is taken by many, but on which 
few take a decided stand. 


* 
* * 


I see that some Chicago business men have 
been talking of the feasibility of making that 
city a sea port. There are two routes spoken 
of—either an all-water course or by ship rail- 
way from Lake Ontario to Lake Huron. There 

no doubt that if ocean vessels are once intro- 
duced into the lakes, the system would be ccn- 
tinued until the heads of Lakes Superior and 
Michigan are reached. Chicago should take 
steps to have it open by ’93. It would be an 
event in keeping with the centenary they in- 
tend to celebrate, this extension of the voyage 
of Colum»us several thousand miles west ward, 
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Social and Personal. 


The handsome rooms of the Ontario Society 
of Artists were in festive garb on Wednesday 
night, when Mrs. Blackstock welcomed over 
four hundred guests to her splendid ball, 
which was given in honor of Mr. Emory 
of Boston and Miss Van Horne of 
Montreal. The dancing floor had been 
carefully prepared and one enthusiastic 
little dancer assured me that there never was 
a better floor, Perhaps no more truly artistic 
setting for gowns and faces could be desired 
than that furnished by the terra cotta walls 
with their wealth of pictures. The orchestra 
was stationed at the eastern end of the gallery 
amid a screen of palms and ferns. Twice Mrs. 
Blackstock’s waltz was played, supplying 
ecstatic inspiration to the dancers. The rooms 
were all plentifully decorated with flowers, 
and the largest northern room with the one 
west of it were furnished for sitting-out rooms, 
being supplied with numerous comfortable 
chairs and an abundance of subdued light. 
Refreshments ‘were served from a table set 
across the southern entrance to the room in 
which supper was served. The landing was 










artistically decorated with flowers and furn- 
ished with rugs and chairs. 


Mrs. Blackstood stood at the head of the 
stair to receive her guests, She wore an ele- 
gantly fashioned gown of black velvet en traine 
with a jetted net front. Mrs. T.C. Patteson Wore 
white lace and diamonds; Mrs. Fitzgibbon, 
yellow brocade ; Mrs, Albert Nordheimer, white 
tulle and diamonds; Mrs. Torrance, yellow 
brocade ; Miss Beardmore, white embroidered 
satin and pearls ; Miss Helen Beardmore, blue 
crape ; Miss Adrine Todd, yellow silk gauze ; 
Miss May Todd, pink tulle; Miss MeMicking, 
pale pink satin; Miss Grace Boulton, blue 
tulle and white ribbons ; Miss Larratt-Smith, 
pale blue with yellow trimmings ; Miss Susie 
Jones, pearl gray net and maize velvet ; Miss 
Morgan, white silk and ostrich feathers ; Mrs. 
Barwick, gray faille and gray ostrich tips; 
Miss Seymour, pale pink and silver; Miss 
Sibyl Seymour, white and silver; Miss Walker, 
pink cloth with gold passmenterie; Mrs. 
Alfred Cameron, mauve; Mrs. Cecil Gibson. 
red ; Miss Bunting, white and silver gauze; 
Miss Parsons, pale blue tulle and velvet, with 
trimmings of silver and natural flowers ; Miss 
Arthurs, pale blue crape with silver girdle and 
natural flowers ; Miss Fraser of Detroit, white 
china silk and natural flowers; Miss Homer 
Dixon, white tulle; Mrs. W. Brouse, flowered 
net with gold braid and diamonds; Miss Fanny 
Smith, black and pink brocade; Miss Amy 
Rutherford, yellow crepe du chine; Miss Mere- 
dith, red silk; Miss Langmuir, white silk; 
Mrs. Henry Cawthra, wine-colored silk and 
diamonds ; Miss Cawthra, nile green embroid- 
ered crepe du chine, with pink flowers; Miss 
Cawthra, white crepe du chine; Miss Bessie 
Macdonald, white silk and ruche of lily-of-the 
valley ; Mrs. Douglas Armour, black net; Mrs. 
Augustine Foy, black net with gold embroidery ; 
Mrs, Law, blue and yellow satin; Miss Annie 
Parsons, mauve silk and steel embroidery ; 
Mrs. Macdougald, pink and gray gown; Mrs. 
Otter, pale terra-cotta brocade; Mrs. Hume 
Blake, white gauze; Miss Thorburn, white 
tulle; Mrs. Bristol, white net and steel; Mrs. 
Arnoldi, pink; Mrs. C. Baines, yellow net; Miss 
Covernton, yellow china silk and white valen- 
ciennes lace; Miss Wilson of Kingston, pale 
pink faille; Miss Helen Boulton, white 
tulle with yellow flowers; Mrs. J. Enoch 
Thompson, strawberry gros-grain silk with 
India silk drapery, and gold and diamond 
ornaments ; Miss Etta Robertson of Belleville, 
China crape and silver trimmings; Miss 
Drayton, cream net with cream velvet bodice ; 
Mrs. R. D. Gamble, gray satin; Mrs. Henry 
Duggan, black tulle With gold embroidery, 
train of black and pink striped velvet. 


Among others who were present were: Mr. 
and Mrs, Bruce Macdonald, Mr. and Mrs. John 
Foy, Mr. and Mrs, James Foy, the Misses 
Shanly, Miss Baines, Miss Farquhar, Dr. and 
Mrs. Hall, Miss Bosweil of Cobourg, Miss 
Keefer, Mr. and Mrs. Holtaine, Miss D’Arcy 
Boulton, Mr. Bruce of Hamilton, Mr. Shanly, 
Messrs. Boulton, Mr. McLennan, Judge Finkle 
of Woodstock, Mr. Ford Jones, Mr. Tilley, Mr. 
Hammond, Mr. Kent of Buffalo, Mr. Stuart 
Morrison, Messrs. Beardmore, Mr. Abbott, Mr. 
Walker, Mr. Manning, Mr. Ross, Mr. Bunting, 
Mr. Aifred Jones, Mr. Harold Parsons, Mr. 
Sidney Small, Mr. Wallace Jones, Mr. Frank 
Jones, Mr. Watson, Mr. Houston, Mr. Ward 
of Port Hope, Mr. and Mrs. R. D. Gamble, Mr. 
and Mrs. Edward Brown, Mr. Frank Darling, 
Mr. Arnold, Mr. Middieton, Mr. Alex. Munro 
Grier, Mr. and Mrs. Harry M. Grier, Mr. Step- 
hen Baldwin, Mr. Walter Reed, Mr. Hay and 
Mr. Spratt. 








Guests were also bidden by Mrs. Blackstock to 
afternoon tea on Monday. There were pres- 
ent: Mrs, Albert Nordheimer, Miss Parsons, 
Miss McMicking, Miss Helen Beardmore, Mrs. 
Douglas Armour, Mrs. Barwick, the Misses 
| Beatty, Miss Beaumont, Miss Bunting, Miss 
| Arthurs, Miss Shanly, Miss Saunders, Mrs. R. 
| D. Gamble, Mrs. E. Brown, Miss Keefer, Miss 

Macdonald, Mr. Stuart Morrison, Captain 
Tassie, Mr. Hay, Mr. Middleton Captain Mac- 
dougall, Mr. Ward of Port Hope and Mr. 
Spratt. 


* 

Miss Campbell will be At Home to her 
friends on Wednesday next from five to six 
| o'clock, instead of the first Wednesday in 
February. The reception hour will in future 


| be from five to six. 
~ 


Mrs. Albert Nordheimer entertained a num- 
ber of friends at dinner on Monday evening 
| last. Among those present were : Mrs. Bankes, 
Miss Langmuir, Miss Beardmore, Miss Sey- 
mour, Mr. George Beardmore, Mr. Casimir 
Dickson, Mr. Jones, and Mr. David Macpher 
son. Mrs, Nordheimer has also issued invita- 
| tions for another dinner party, to take place 


next week. 
* 


Mrs. Cockburn’s dinner party on Thursday 
evening of last week was an especially dainty 
one. In the flower decorations lily-of-the- 
valley predominated, and a truly artistic effect 
was obtained from the gleaming white bells 





and waxy leaves against the polished table 


surtace. 
a 


Mrs. Goldwin Smith of the Grange welcomed 
a number of guests to afternoon tea on Thurs- 
day. 


Mr. Henry Ince has let his house in St. 
George street, furnished, to his brother, and 
has gone with his family to the Rossin House 
for the winter months. | 


Mrs. Blackstock of Jarvis street gave a 
charmingly arranged yellow and white dinner 
party on Tuesday last. The flowers were white 
roses and lilies, and the yellow was carried out 
in the softly tinted table center and the gold 
candelabra. The guests were: Mr. and Mrs. 
Tait, Miss Bunting, Miss Beaumont, Miss 
Beatty, Miss Maud Beatty, Miss Beardmore, 
Miss Parsons, Miss McMacking, Mr. Emory of 
Boston, Mr. Hay, Major Harrison, Mr. Grier, 
Mr. Blackwood, Mr. Beardmore and Mr. Kent 
of Buffalo. 


Mrs. A. M. Cosby entertains friends at dinner 
on Monday next. 


Mrs. Beardmore will welcome guests to din- 


ner on Tuesday. - 


Mrs. McMaster of Jarvis street has gone 
south for the winter. 








Judge Finkle of Woodstock and Mrs T. C. 
Patteson of Eastwood are guests at the resi- 
dence of Mrs. Blackstock of Jarvis street, 

* 


Mrs. Heron of Ottawa is the guest of her 
mother, Mrs. Gordon Brown of College street, 


Mrs, Irving Cameron of Sherbourne street 
welcomed a number of guests to afternoon tea 
on Friday. 


J 
Mrs, Snelling of Murray street gave after- 
noon tea to friends on Thursday. 


The Misses Dixon of Wellesley street wel- 


comed guests to afternoon tea on Friday. 
* 


Mies Saunders of Guelph is the guest of the 
Misses Shanly. 


* 
Mrs. Edgar of Bloor street gave a most at- 
tractively arranged musicale on Thursday 
evening. . 


Mrs. Mason and Miss T. Mason of Barrie 
have been the guests of Rev. and Mrs. Harri- 


son. 
” 


The Artist’s Fancy Dress Ball announced for 
Shrove Tuesday has been postponed until after 
lent and will take place on March 31 in the 
Art Gallery. - 


Mrs. Laidlaw of St. Alban’s street entertained 


friends at afternoon tea on Friday. 
od 


Mrs, J. Ross Robertson has entertained her 
friends a number of times this season at most 
daintily-arranged luncheon parties. 

The Misses MacMurchy of Sherbourne street 
entertained friends at a yellow. luncheon on 
Tuesday. The daintily-arranged party was 
given in honor of their guest, Miss White of 
Woodstock. Pretty narcissus favors tied with 
yellow ribbon were laid before each guest, and 
the flower decorations also paid allegiance to 
the color chosen. Among those present were: 
Mrs. Thurston, Mrs. Allie, Mrs. Harton Walker, 
Miss Kennedy, and Miss McMullen of Wood- 


stock. 
7 


Mrs, Lindsay of Beverley street entertained 
alarge number of friends at an At Home on 
Tuesday. Mrs. Lindsay received her guests in 
the large room to the left of the entrance, 
which, as well as the other rooms, was hand- 
somely decorated with palms, roses and ferns. 
Music was stationed in a smaller room off the 
library and the reception room was prettily 
ornamented with fern and primroses. Among 
those present were: Mr. aod Mrs. Goldwin 
Smith, Mrs. Sweatman, Miss Boulton, Mrs. 
and Miss Cawthra, Mrs. W. Boulton, Rev. and 
Mrs, Cayley, Mrs. Baines, Mr. and Mrs, George 
Lindsay and Miss Langtry. 

On Monday evening Mrs, Bignell of Beverley 
street gave a most enjoyable musicale and 
dance in honor of Miss Grange of Napanee, 
who isthe guest of Mrs, A. H. Aylesworth of 


Madison avenue. 
a 


Mrs, G. A. Newman of Wilcox street gave a 
very enjoyable card party on Thursday of last 
week, 


Mrs. Charles Fuller of Metcalfe street 
gave a luncheon on Friday of last week in 
honor of Miss Clark of St. Catharines, who is 
the guest of Mrs. Beatty of Huron street. 


* 

Rev. Prof. Clark of Trinity College gave a 
most enjoyable dinner party last Thursday 
evening. The guests who had the pleasure of 
being invited were: Prof. Jones, Miss 
Strachan, Prof. and Mrs. Lloyd, Mrs. Body, 
Mr. T. C. Patteson, Rev. A. J. and Mrs. 
Broughall, Mrs. Campbell, Mr. Colley Foster 
and Mrs. Foster, Prof. and Mrs. Symonds, 


An old an familiar face has been seen in To- 
ronto streets during this week in the person of 
Thos. W. Score, eldest son of Ald. Score. He 
left home four years ago to enter business 
across the border. His many friends have 
given him a hearty welcome, 

* 


Cards are out for a conversazione at Trinity 
College on Thursday, February 5. 


The Zetland Masonic Lodge welcomed their 
friends to their annual At Home on Friday 
evening. The Academy of Music was well 
arranged for the comfort and pleasure of all 
present, and the At Home was most deservedly 
pronounced a success. 


Osgoode Legal and Literary Society will 
entertain their friends in splendid style on 
Monday evening next. The At Home promises 
to outshine all previous social functions given 
by the society, in that a larger number are 
more intimately concerned in its success. 


The “jolly Wanderers” are making exten- 
sive preparations for the Snowshoe Club At 
Home in the Pavilion on Friday next. The 
success is assured, for the demand for tickets 
is very great, and in consequence the com- 
mittee has been obliged to place a limit upon 
the number. 


Smoking concerts are frowned upon by 
women as being selfish pleasures, but perhaps 
it is well to allow the male members of the 
family some one social function to offset the 
increasing number of ladies’ luncheons and 
teas. Men do most thoroughly enjoy these 
concerts, in spite of frowns and sarcasm, and 
the series given by the Canadian Military In- 
stitute are deserving of the popularity which 
they have attained. A gentleman spoke to me 
in earnestly effective language of the delight- 
ful time he had at the last one, and made 
very complimentary allusions to the general 
arrangements. 


The officers and members of Cavendish Club 
are preparing to give their friends a treat on 
Thursday next, when they will welcome them 
to their second annual ball in Webb's assembly 


rooms, 
© 


The Royal Canadian Yacht Club ball is even 
now receiving the earnest consideration of 
those who expect to attend. The committee is 
busy perfecting the arrangements and carrying 
out the details, and the fair guests are plan- 
ning gowns and smiles for the eventful fourth 
of February. 


I have received the dainty card of invitation 
issued by the Masonic Fraternity of Hamilton, 



































































for their annual ball, which will take place on 
the evening of Friday, January 30, The gather- 
ing is under the patronage of the following 
ladies: Mrs. B, E. Charlton, Mrs, John Crerar, 
Mrs. William Hendrte, Mrs. Joseph Hobson, 
Mrs. F, E. Kilvert, Mrs, R. A, E, Kennedy, 
Mrs. J, M. Lottridge, Mrs. F. Mackelcan, Mrs. 
H. Murray, Mrs. J. W. Murton, and Mrs. 
George Roach. 


im 


* 
Court Brock holds its annual At Home on 
February 5, at Webb’s Parlors. 


Mrs. J. D. King of Jarvis street entertained 
a hundred and fifty guests at an At Home on 
Friday of last week. Elmlawn was splendidly 
arranged for the occasion and dancing was 
merrily kept up till three o’clock. 


The members of Winona Social Circle met in 
a re-union on Thursday of last week in Prospect 
Park Hall. The object of the society is “ the 
cultivation of musical and literary taste and 
talent, the promotion ‘of social intercourse and 
good fellowship, and the mutual improvement 
of its members,” 


The annual meeting of the Imperial Federa- 
tion League in Canada will be held at Shaftes- 
bury Hall, Toronto, on Friday, January 30, at 
2 p.m., for the election of officers and other 
business. In the evening a public meeting will 
be held in the Auditorium, which will be ad- 
dressed by Mr. D'Alton McCarthy, Q.C., M.P., 
president of the League, Rev. Principal Grant 
and others. 
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Gentlemen’s Gloves for Evening Wear 


Special lines just received in Lined Gloves, Mitts and 
Heavy Driving Gloves. 


EVENING DRESSES A SPECIALTY 
WM. STITT & CO., 11 & 13 King St. E., Toronto 


THE TORONTO ART GALLERY, WITH 

dressing and smoking rooms, is avail- 
able for ‘' Private Bal s,” ‘‘At Homes,” ‘‘ Re- 
ceptions.” Rent—Afternoons, $20; even- 
ings, $36. Apply GEO. C. DOWNES, at 
the Gallery. 


TAKE THE OLD RELIABLE 


CUNARD 


SS. LINE 


FOR EUROPE 


SS. AURANIA JAN. 31 


W.A.GEDDES - -_ Agent 
69 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Miss MORRISON 


41 KING STREET WEST, 


Is prepared for the balance of the season to sell 


Millinery Goods, Veilings, Ribbons, Ete. 
AT GREATLY REDUCED RATES. 
Also Costumes, Trimmings and Fans. 


SPECIAL, 
The Dressmaking department is still under competent 
management. 


WINTER 


TOURS OF EVERY VARIETY 


TRANSATLANTIC 


LOW RATES NOW IN FORCE 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


Gen. 8.5. and R.R. Agt., 72 Yonge Street, Toronto 


N. G. LLOYD S.S. LINE 


Patronized by those who desire comfort 
with excellence 
Fast route to Southampton, London, and Continent. 


* 

A London correspondent sends me the fol- 
lowing: On New Year’s night the amateurs of 
this town rendered. in the Opera House, the 
high-class drama, London Assurance, with 
splendid success. Notwithstanding the rain that 
poured heavily during the evening, they were 
honored with a crowded house. We shall be 
pleased to see our young friends on the stage 
again, and particularly request the pleasure of 
seeing London Assurance repeated. 





She was Dreadfully Tormented. 


The following conversation is reported to 
have taken place between a minister and a 
widow, both of Aberdeen. The widow, who 
called upon the minister, seemed desirous of 
relieving her mind of something which op- 
pressed her, at which the reverend gentleman, 
wishing to hurry matters, exclaimed: 

‘““My good woman, you see I can beof no 
service to you till you tell me what it is that 
troubles you.” 

ae sir, I’m thinkin’ o’ getting married 

ain.” 

“Oh, thatisit! Let me see; that is pretty 
frequent, surely. How many husbands have 
you had?” 

‘* Weel, sir,” she replied in a tone less of 
sorrow than of bitterness, ‘‘ this is the fourth. 
I’m sure there never was 2 wummun sae com- 

letely tormented wi’ sic’ a set 0’ deein’ men as 

’ve been, sir.” 





—e 


She Jumped on Him With Both Feet. 


She was a pretty thing, and when she entered 
the Madison avenue car all the ladies looked at 
her with visible envy. In her lap was the 
cutest little pug you ever saw. The pout on 
his mouth was enough to make the angels 
sing. 

By and by the pug began to whine and find 
fault, so the lady bent down and touched his 
cute mouth with her rosy lips. 

“IT wish I were that dog,” whispered a dude 
opposite. ‘I'd give a five dollar bill to be him 
for the next hour,” 

The beautifal creature's brow showed signs 
ofastorm. Jumping up she looked the dude 
straight in the face, 





‘‘ Never mind,” she hissed, with a pretense of 2 — ete ceeeewseceeeeeees Wednesday, Jan. 28 
humor; ‘“‘you’re young yet. You’re a mean- ceo ee es = edule Feb = 


looking little pup, but even pugs are homely 
when first weaned.” 


WINTER RATES NOW IN FORCE 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Agent, 


++ 72 Yonge St., Toronto, 


Her Face Was Familiar. 


One day a woman went to Brigham Young | QUKBEG STEAMSHIP COMPANY 


for counsel touching some alleged oppositio 
by an officer of the church. Brigham, like a BERMUDA 
Sixty hours from New York, THURSDAYS 


true politician, assumed to know her, but when 
BARBADOS 


it becams necessary to record her case, hesi- 
Trinidad and West Indies, FORTNIGHTLY 


tated anc said : 
‘Let me see, sister, I have forgotten your 

ARTHUR AHERN, Secretary Quebec S.S. Co., Quebeo 

BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Agent, 


neme.” 
72 Wonge Street, Toronto. 











**My name!” was the indignant reply, ‘‘why, 
Iam your wife!” 

‘*When did I marry you?” queried wily old 
Brigham. 

The woman informed him, and after con- 
suiting a memorandum book the old fellow 





A Ready-Made Conductor. 


said : 
‘*Well, 1 believe you are right, my good 
woman. I thought your face was familiar.” 


A Case in Point. 


She—I believe that a people are both out- 
wardly and inwardly influenced by their natu- 
ral surroundings —that scenery influences 
physiognomy—the Highlanders, you know, 
have rugged faces, 

He—Yes, and that Chicago girl behind me, 
~~ on Prairie avenue, is plain-looking. 
—LUe, 














Government House 


TORONTO. 





Superintendent of car line—You’ll have to 
make a deposit for a uniform. 

McGlue—Oi hov wan alriddy as good as 
new. 

Superintendent—All right. Put it on in the 
morning and come to see me. 





Miss Campbell will be At Home to receive visitors on 


Wednesday Next, the 28th Inst., 


From five to six o’clock, instead of on the first Wednesday 
in February. 
The receptions in future will be between five and six 
o'clock, instead of between four and six o’clock. 


By Command 
FRED’K. C. LAW, 
Com’i R. N., 
Official Secretary. 





VISITING CARDS 
At Home Cards, Ball Invitation, Dance 


Programmes, &c. 
INVITATION AND CARDS 


James Bain & Son 
~ FINE STATIONERS 


39 King Street East, Toronto 


WEDDING 





McGlue (on time)—Oi'd like wan o’th’ new 
| care, sor,—Judge, 
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Boudoir Gossip. 


This week my attention 
has been centered almost 
wholly upon the noses of 
the people whom I meet. 
In what a variety of sizes 
and shapes the 
nasal organ is 
seen, and how 
y strangely some 
noses fit some 
faces, One very 
t.. prominent noe 
belongs to a 
‘'prominent man 
Ae Sand —, “~. /in town. He is 

eee somewhat awk- 
ward in his movements and drags his extended 
anatomy along the pavement in an odd going- 
to fall-to pi+ces-around-the-cor ier style. His 
nasal appendage is remarkable for the abun- 
dance of bone and the scarcity of skin used in 
its compilation, and it is a thorough index of 
his mental alertness, 

Some noses are sharp and long, and if they 
are straight at the edges they denote cruelty 

d vindictiveness, If they are broadened at 
the nostril, the owner is inquisitive; if the 
outer edge is curved up from the center, 
shrewdness and sensitiveness are indicated. 
A dump>y little nose shows want of tact and 
a generally indecisive nature, while a tip-tilted 
one has always been a synonym for sauciness, 
mirth and hot-headedness. We may stare un- 
mercifully at the nose which seems to have 
taken upon itself the contract of securing all 
the attention its owner's face ever receives, 
and yet who does not admire a big nose. 
Henry Irving, Ruskin, and Mrs, Sheridan, the 
wife of the famous Richard, are notable in all 
their portraits for large, strong noses, and while 
it gives an almost over decisive look to the 
handsome woman’s physiogonomy, Ruskin and 
Irving would appear insignificant if it were nct 
for their prominent nasal organs, 

* 









You girls who are engaged, listen to me! I 
wonder if you have the least idea of your worth 
in the minds of the other men. Of course you 
are all in all to ‘‘ him,” but did you ever think 
that you are to the ycuth without “intentions” 
what the bald-headed old husband is to the 
girl who wants to “ talk with a nice man.” 

‘‘Engaged girls are so contented,” said a 
restless specimen of masculinity one day last 
week. And then he went on to tell how much 
he enjoyed his friendship with an engaged girl 
some years ago. He declared that she patron- 
ized him from the lofty pinnacle of her good 
fortune and he did delight to talk with her, 
just because she was so delightfully, deliriously 


happy. ; . 


Of all the phrases which I dislike I think “so 
they said,” occupies the highest place of dis- 
honor. How tartly it can be voiced, with a 
contemptuous infection on the last word 
which casts inky shadows on the veracity of 
the person who made the questioned state- 
ment. It is one of the saddest lessons that we 
have to learn in life—that what people “say” 
is not necessarily rock-bottom truth. Coming 
along King street yesterday I overheard a loud- 
voiced discussion bet ween a well dressed young 
woman and her escort, regarding the price of 
some furs. ‘‘They cost two hundred,” began 
the girl. Then after a pauce she went on: 
“at least, so they said,” adding finally a doubt 
of the statement by declaring decisively, ‘‘ but 
I don’t believe it.” 

It is a pity—a great pity—that we cannot 
believe what people tell us. It would bs 
delightful to take every man, woman and 
child at their simple word. We would like to 
do it, but life and bitterexperience have taught 
us better. We look out fcr number one, and 
are forced into treating casual acquaintances 
and a few of our friends to intense scrutiny 
after every surprising affirmation, and even 
then to divide by two most of their remarks. 
There are people whose ‘“‘yes” means 
yes to me, from whose most glowing 
statements I would not take one atom 
of coloring, on whose absolute truthfulness I 
am not afraid to rely, but they are very few. 
Others we cannot, dare not, trust, and we 
temper the statements cf such with the ex- 
planatory and non-commital phrase, ‘‘So they 
said,” 


oo 

Some wise woman speaks half scornfully of 
the “‘fussiness” of window draperies. She com- 
ments on the roller shade which conceals us 
when we wish concealment, of the street 
screen of silk or muslin, of the lace curtain 
which lives up to its decorative reputation, 
and of the serge, arras or brocatelle which 
keeps in the warmth, and stands guard against 
wandering draughts. They may be fussy, but 
are they not beautiful? So long as we wisely 
admit sun and air who should chide usif we 
bind soft meshed fabrics and delicate tints 
about our windows and thus frame in the 
monotony of city streets with a well draped 
setting. 


7 

A few men who witnessed Sarah B:rnhardt’s 
Cleopatra were entranced at the prospect of 
the probable reduction of dressmaker’s Dills, 
If Sarah could dress herself with yards and 
yards of material and fashion the gown of 
patience and pins, why couldn't all women go 
and do likewise upon an improved plan. It 
might do, but madame would have to engage a 
a deft-fingered maid with artistic tendencies 
and monsieur might find himself wrathy when 
Abigail's wages were due. 

When you buy a new veil, girls, get a little 
more than three quarters of a yard, because 
you can slide it about when it gets thin or 
worn and an ugly little hole can be hidden in a 
fold on the side brim of your hat, when it would 
grin unmercifully at vour carelessness if it had 
to come directly in the center. Another thing, 
don’t tie the ends of your veil. Give thema 
twist, and tuck them beneath your hat or 
under the trimming. Not only do veils last 
longer if fastened in this way, but the drawn 
look of a well-tied veil is out of the question, 
and it is much easier to remove and to adjust. 


The following letter came to me last week, 
too late fora place in this column. This far- 
away American friend had read with interest 
the quotations I made from tha’ cleverly. 


written sketch of A Holiday-Time in America. 
She read critically, too, and some of the asser- 
tions were too sweeping to allow silence, and 
of them she will now speak to you for herself, 


— * 

My FRtenp Cup CAREW,—We noticed par- 
ticularly in your coluion of January 10 the 
English girl's comments. That there is no 
drinking in the entrance halls of American 
hotels and that the colored waiters are courte- 
ous are welcome tributes to American cus- 
toms. ,The wearing of jewels in profusion is, 
perhaps, in some cases true. Not all, however, 
are thus bedecked. The rule is: Quietness of 
dress in traveling. The tiny diamonds, like 
dewdrops on the small flower-pins, are not out 
of plece anywhere; yet, I think, few wear 
them on the cars or steamers. But to contra- 
dict the belief that peop'e of the United States 
only wear an over abundance of jewelry, there 
comes to my memory the iccident of having 
met a lady and her husband—charming people 
—who had crozsed the Atlantic from 
their homes in Scotland and landing in 
New York, immediately made the tour cf 
this country, We met them on their trip 
northward, The lady wore a long chain 
of gold arcund her neck, and many large 
rings on her fingers. At first we looked with 
the critical eyes of the English girl, whose re- 
marks you quote. Then, becoming acquainted, 
because there were only the two parties in 
the car—the Scotch people and ourselves, the 
jewels lost their lustre when the worth and 
intelligence of the wearer appeared to us, The 
peculiarities of tourists attract attention in 
every country. I quote an instance: An Eng- 
lishman and his wife, one cold spring day, at a 
railroad station, where everyone around them 
was well wrapped—some in furs—were attired 
in summer clothinz. The lady wore a straw 
hat, and carried a fan in her hand. The gen- 
tleman hai on a linen coat and carried a pack 
on his shoulders, This caused much amuse- 
ment to the spectators, 

The admiration for Toronto is well placed, 
for it is a beautiful city; and the Sunday- 
closing of saloons and general order is com- 
mendable. Yet, that peop'e do take pleacure- 
drives on that day, I noticed when in the city a 
year ago, If all are content without streec 
cars, may that happy state continue. In Amer- 
ican cities, the distances are so great—large 
cities I inean—that it is a boon to those who 
cannot walk far, to be able to ride to church. 
Or,!perchance, some, too poor to hire a carriage, 
and tired after their week’s labor, may, by 
means cf a street car, travel out of the town 
into the fresh, country air. In the public parks 
I have seen whole families enj ving this 
blessed privilege, How glad they must have 
been, that for five cents a summer Sunday 
could be spent away from the heat and dust, 
and for the strength thus given for the coming 
week. Again, the United States has such an 
in-coming of foreign elements, each bringing 
his own customs, that it will take a long 
time to merge them into one people and to say: 
‘“‘Those are American characteristics or cus- 
toms.” As the English love England, and are 
proud of their country, so may the time come 
when every A nerican citizen, whether of for- 
eign birth or born under the protection of the 
“Star Spangled Banner,” will feel that th> 
interests of this grand country are identified 
with his, and call for patriotism and devotion. 

e AMERICA. 

Comica is still abroad, and a travel-worn let- 
ter with its odd stamp, and the well-known 
writing of my friend brings to me such a 
breath a breath of summer that I cannot re- 
frain from quoting from it, Little purple 
violets which come closely folded in the pages 
make the pictured summer even more real, 

**Nice,” she says, ‘‘is very tropical in ap- 
pearance. Great palms with their feathery 
branches moving at the touch of the winds are 
here in great variety and beauty. Orange 
trees abound—laden with their tempting 
golden fruit, acacias so dainty in soft green 
fern-like foliage, and rose-hued grapes line the 
walks, while sturdy cacti guard some premises. 
Roses run riot. y room is laden with their 
perfume as I write you.” 

Of the Mediterranean Comica speaks with 
enthusiasm. ‘“ Of course it is blue,” she be- 
gins, ** but what a blue. It seems more like 
marine blue to me than any other shade ; while 
sometimes it is perfectly green. Then the 
most exquisite tones of red, pink, rose-madder, 
grays and blues, blush and dimple over its sur 
face, and broad lines of pearl break with great 
moans or gentle monotone along its shore.” 

. 


Did you ever meet a person with an uncom- 
fortably good memory? If so, aren’t they dis- 
agreeable? I havein mind a woman who re- 
members figures, while Idon’t. I may in some 
moment of nonsensical frankness mention the 
price of a piece of goods or a pound of coffee or 
a pair of rubbers. Months afterwards, she 
willask me: how much I said that serge or 
that coff e or those rubbers were. Perhaps I 
will think I know, or guess along the line of 
supposed cost, Then that woman will tell me 
to a cent how much it was, and I will draw me 
down in my arm-chair and declare with much 
silent but persuasive argument that I will 
never be drawn into any such trap again. Her 
memory is what I call an uncomfortable one 
and she is not one women but hundreda. 

CLIP DAREW. 





The favorite plant for table and parlor decorations, Fine 
health plaiits from $1.00 up, Palms two feet high for $2 50. 
Having imported » very large stock of Palms, we are able 
to sel! them at a much cheaper rate than ever before of- 
fered in Toronto. Also 

Choice Roses, and allother seasonable flowers always 
onhant. Bridal Bouquets and Weddine Decorations 
a specialty, Floral Tributes of all kinds made on short 


tice. 
uy §, TIDY & SON, 164 Yonge Street, 
Conservatories and Greenhouses—477 and 490 Ontario 
Street, Toronto. 


LLEssons IN PHRENOLOGY 
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PINKED AND FRINGED RUCHINGS | 


“ Parisian *~ Plaiting in Lace and other light materials for 
Evening Dresses done on short notice by 


Variety of Styles 
Designs and 
Qualities 


L A. STACKHOUSE 


427 Yonge Street, Toronto 





HE BEST PLACE IN THE CITY IS 


CUNNINGHAM’S JEWELRY STORE 
For Manufacturing New Designe in 


Jewelry, Diamonds and Watches 
77 Yonge St., 2 Doors North of King 
Miss SULLIVAN 
Late of W. A. Murray & Co. 


Artistic Dressmaking 
76 COLLEGE STREET 


One Week’s Successful Sale 


To the readers of this page, wh? 
we think, may be interested, we 
have letc some Cream, Black and 
Pink Fish ne s, which we are clear 
ing out at 19c. and 26c. er +d.. and 
those who w nta pretty Ball Dress 
at next to nothing. Call at once, 

Bargains in Every Line of Goods, 


off mss Sine 
TEA TEA 


The best blends in the 
city are sold by The G. 
W. Shaver Co., at 244 
Yonge St. ’Phone 1850. 


TEA TEA 


THE OWEN 
ELECTRIC BELT 


AND APPLIANCE CO. 


at oe | 
THE GOODYEAR RUBBER STORE xingst, wes 
Great Bargains in Furs 
LADIES AND GENTLEMEN 
JAMES HARRIS & CO. 


99 Yonge Street, Toronto 


We have decided to mark our immense stock of FINE FURS DOWN 
60 PER CENT. rather than carry them over tili next season. This wi'l 
give intending purchasers a GRAND OPPORTUNITY to purchase RE- 
LIABLE FURS much below their ORIGINAL COST OF MANUFAC. 
}URE. We guarantee every article sold; no wholesale job lots or cld- 
fashioned stuff, but every article manufact red under the direct super- 
visicn of our Mr. James Har. is, who, being a practical turr.er, enables us 
to offer better goods and bett -r value than any o her oppos:tion house in 
the trade All our furs are mad: frcm *he finest grades of skins. Wedo 
not deal in cheap goods. This sale will eran'e th» public to buy FiRST- 
CLASS GOCDS as low as the i ‘ferior article c-n be pu' chased fo-. Now 
is your chance. Cash buyers will get every advanta-e, as we rust do 
a business of $1,600 a day for thirty days. Don’t forge’. Sale com- 
mences taturday. Special attention given 10 LEf{TER ORDERS. 


JAMES HARRIS & CoO. 


99 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Ladies Hair-f ressing oo on 


Bails, Solrees, Concerts, Theaters, Photas, | 
Weddings, Faney and Historical | Vases, 
| 























Head Office . : . Chicago, Tl. 





A nice assortment of this celebrated ware in 


Incorporated June 17, 1887, with a Cash 
Capital of $60,000 


Flower Bowls, &c. 


BELLEEK (irish) 


Ladies who desire th ir hair Another case containing 
drereed at Afternoo: Tea Cups and Saucers, After 
Armand’s Hair Store! Dinner C>ffees, Afre- Dinner Chocolates, 
Are sgiin kindly requ sted to Bon Bon She'ls, Trays, &* 


make ibtir appointments eeveral | FRENCH CHI VA 


days in advance to prevent disap- 
All the new designs and decorations. 


po'ntment, which has happened to 
some cf our best and regular cus WEDDING GIFTS A SPECIALTY 
WILLIAM JUNOR 


tomers. 
Telephone 2177 
__-___ Toronto 


Coiffures,’ Pondree, ete. 










Telephone 2498 

Ladies’ Ha‘r Trimming, Singe- 
ing and Shampooing. Hair 
dried thoroughly by machine. 

Specialty in Long Hair | 109 King St. West 
Switches in any color, shade, | —————----— a 
size and price. Latess styles of Frontpieces, ready made 
or mide to order, on shortest notice. | 


Armand's Hair Store 


407 Yonge Street 407 
Telephone 2498 Toronto, Ont. 








Some corsets 
are never easy, 
there is al- 
ways a stiffmess 
about them and 

al = the period of 

DORENWEND'S Se breaking them 
Is the Leading House tor}in has no erd. What a relief 


Fashionable it is then, that ther e is at least 


HAIR GOODS | one corset that is absolutely 
The latest and most | faultless, that fits perfectly, 
ARTISTIC STYLES | that needs only a trial to con- 


~ FY ae" 
71 King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 
G. C. PATTERSON, Mavager for Canada 

Dr. A. Owen, after years of experiment and study, has 
given to the World an Electric Belt that has no equal in 
this or any other country. Fully covered by patents. 

RHEU WATISN 
is found wherever man 1s found, aud it does not respect 
age, sex, color, rsnk or occupation. 

Medical science has utterly failed to afford relief in 
rheumatic cases. Although electricity has only -been in 
use as a remedial agent for a few years, it has cured more 
cases of Rheumatism than all other means combined. 

Our treatment is a mild. continuous galvanic current, at 
generated by the Owen Electric Body Battery, which may 
be applied directly to the affected parts. 

WOMEN 

The Owen Electric Belt is par excellence the woman’s 
friend, for its merits are equal as a preventive and curative 
for the many troubles peculiar to her sex. It is nature’s 
cure. 

The following are among the diseases cured by the use 
of THE OWEN ELECTRIC BELTS: 

Rheumatism Disease of the Chest 











Neuralgia Spermatorrhea ) 
Sciatica 8 xual Exhaustion In Wigs, Bangs, Switches, | vince the most skeptical of its 
General f on Lrgest, Best and Cheapest | wonderful merit. Why not 


General Debility 
Liver Complaint 
Kidney Disease 
Female Complaints 


House in the Dominion. 


Finest Hair Dressing Rowe |tYY it? It is surely worth 

oe while, for the money is re- 
turned if you are not satisfied, 
hence you run no risk. 


MANUPACTURED BY THE 


CROMPTON CORSET CO. 


Nervous Complaints 

Urinary Diseases 

General Iil-Health 
CHALLENGE. 

We challenge the world to show an Electric Belt where 
the current is under the control of the patient as com- 
pletely as this, We can use the same belt on an infant 
that we use on a giant by simply reducing the number of 
cella. The ordinary belts are not +o. 

WE ALWAYS LEAD AND NEVER FOLLOW 

Other belta have been in the warket for five and ten 
years longer, but to-day there are more Owen Belts manu- 
factured and sold than all other makes combined, The 
people want the best. 

All persona desiring information regarding the cure of 
ACUTE, CHRONIC and NERVOUS DISEASES please in- 
close SIX (6) CENTS and write for Illustrated Catalogue. 


THE OWEN ELECTRIC BELT CO. 


Tl King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 
Mention this paper. 





Telephone 1551 


105 Yonge St. 


Send for circular. 











Rowers Bros. 1847 A 1 Goods 


Knives 
Forks 
and SPoons 


Firet class in every reepect and fully warranted by the 
manufacturers, 


DAVIS BROS. 130 asa’ 130 


“ tmas Box "—Full of Wonderfal Things 
ae actresses and Pretty Girls, The Golden 
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(shown in above illustration) is the most perfect apparatus 
ever devised for indoor exercise. It is perfectly noiseless, 
| 5 no oil or Sao az any kind = a, it coon 
Teller, Dictionary of Dreams, Guide to | only a few bes of floor room, and can netantly ad- 

patetn area Gana Magic Avge Table, Magic | justed to the strength cf anyone. It can beset up 
Square, 200 Selections for Autograph Albums, 79 Money | anywhere ready for use in a few minutes, with the aid only 
Making Seore:s, 20 Popular So gs, 54 Tricks in Magis, 84 | of a screw-driver. It is just the thing for the business 
Conumdrums, The Desf and Dumb Alphabet, Moree Tele- | man, the student, the professional man or tne athicte, and ie 
graph Alphabet, Calender for the ourrent year, and our | specially valuable for the use of ladies and children. Call 
Catslogue of Xmas and New Year Toys, Books | and see it or send for price list and descriptive catalogue to 


wid Novelties ALL sent to you by mail, FREE, for only | P. ©. ALLAN, 35 King st. West, Toronto, Agent for 


bo. sliver, for postage. A. W. KENNEY, Yarmcuth, N.S Ontario. 
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The World, The #1 


BY MISS M. 


esh and The Devi 


E. BRADDON . 


Author of “ Lady Audley's Secret,” ‘‘The Day Will Come,” ‘* Vixen,” “ Like and Unlike,” etc. 


ALL RIGHTS 


CHAPTER III. 


The dome and steeples of the great city, 
towers and warehouses, roofs old and new, 
showed dark against a saffron sky, as Gerard 
Hillersdon set his face to the west in the cool 
stillness of early morning. He had drunk 
enough and talked enough to exalt his spirits 
with an unwonted elation, as if life and the 
world were new and all old and troublesome 
things cast off like a slough, and flung behind 
him into the universal dust-heap men call the 
Past. There is no Nepenthe like a night's de- | 
bauch for obliterating the consciousness of 
trouble, but unhappily the effect is but tran- | 
sient, and Memory will resume her sway. In | 
this summer dawning Gerard walked through 
the empty streets with a tread as light as if 
his youth had never been shadowed by a care. 
In this mood of his he accepted Justin Jermyn 
as a serious fact, a man of unusual gifts and 
faculties; a man who by fair means or foul had 
plucked him by the sleeve and held him back 
upon the brink of a black gulf which he shud- 
dered to think upon. 

“To be or not to be?” he muttered, slacken- 
ing his step in the morning solitude of 
Lincoln’s Inn, where there were faint odors 
of foliage and flowers freshened by the dews.of 
night. ‘‘To be or not tobe? I was a fool to 
think that my choice was inevitable. Faust 
had the poison at his lips, when the Easter 
joybells stayed his hand. And after that burst 
of Heavenly giadness—and after that thrilling 
chorus, ‘Christ is risen’—came the fiend with 
his worldly-wise philosophy, and his gifts of 
wealth and power. Is the influence that 
stayed my hand of Heaven or hell, I wonder? 

is thoughts reverted to the face of the girl 
at the sewing machine. He was in no mood to 
trouble himself as to the nature of the vision 
he had seen, whether it were hypnotic, or 
some juggler’s trick produced by mechanical 
means. It was of the face that he thought, 
for it was a familiar face; aface of the long- 
ago, and he tried in vain to fix it in his memory. 
It floated there, vaguely mixed with the vision 
of his vanished boyhood—a dream of summer 
and sunny days, of woods and waters, in the 
tar-off west, which seemed as another and half- 
forgotten world in the midst of this gray, 
smoke-stained city. 

He let himself into the dark and airless lodg- 
ing-house passage, with his latchkey, 2 priv- 
ilege he could scarcely hope to enjoy many 
days longer unless he could comply with, or 
compromise, the demand in his landlord’s 
letter. Yet even this idea of being turned out 
of doors seemed hardly to trouble him this 
morning. At the worst he could go down to 
his father’s rectory, and bury himself among 
green leaves and village faces. And if he must 
be bankrupt, see his name in the Gazette, 
shameful as the thing would seem to the 
rural rector and his wife, he would not be the 
first. Among the scions of the nobility bank- 
ruptcy is as common as scarlet fever, almost 
is ommon as measles. 

His sitting-room and the adjoining bed-room 
looked shabbier than usual in the clear morn- 
ing light after those luxurious rooms of Justin 
Jermyn’'s. The furniture had been good enough 
once upon a time for its specific purpose—brass 
bedstead, maple suite in the bed-room, walnut 
wood and cretonne in the sitting-room—but it 
had g°own shabby and squalid with the wear 
and cear of successive lovugers; and the land- 
lord, crippled by bad debts, had never b2en rich 
enough to renew the cretonne or improve upon 
the philistinism of the walnut wood. A sordid 
den, repulsive to the eye of a man with any 
sense of the beautiful. 


Hillersdon was tired and exhausted, but | 


slumber was far from his eyelids, and he knew 
it was useless to go to b2d, when his brain was 
working with a forty-horse power, and his 
temples were aching with sharp neuralgic 
ain. He flung himself into an arm-chair, 
ighted a cigar which Jermyn had thrust upon 
him at pirting, and looked idly round the 
room. 

There were some letters upon the ‘table, at 


least half-a dozen, the usual thing no doubt; 


bills and threatening letters from lawyers of 
obscure address, calling his attention to neg- 
lected applications from tradesmen. Common 
as such letters were, it was always a shock to | 
him to find that the bland and obliging pur. | 
veyor had handed him over to the iron hand of | 
the solicitor. He was in no haste to open those 
letters,which would supply so many items in 
his schedule, perhaps, a few days later. In- 
solvency had been staring him in the face for a 
long time, and there was no alternative be- 
tween death anc the Gazette. 

He finished his cigar, and then began to open 
his letters, deliberately, and as it were with a 
gloomy relish. 

The first was from his hatter, piteously re- 
spectful ; the second was from a solicitor in 
Bioomsbury, calling attention to an account of 
three years’ standing with a Bond street hair- 
dresser, and the third and fourth were those | 
uninforming yet significant documents, bill 
delivered, bearing date of the vanished years, | 
and with a footnote requesting his earliest 
attention. Bill delivered. What value had he 
received for the sums demanded. A scarf, and 
a pair of gloves, bought casually pour passer le | 
temps, a set of shirts, perhaps, ordered to please 
the tradesman rather than from any need of 
hi. own, and behol i the man was clamoring for | 

' 
| 





' «ety-seven pounds odd shillings and pence. 

te opened the fifth letter, which announced 
itself upon the envelope as from Lincoln’s Ian 
Fields, and which, by the thickness of the 
aperand style of the address, was at least 
rom a solicitor of pos‘tion and respectability. 
Yet doubtless the tune was only the old tune, 
played upon a superior instrument. No, by 
heaven, it was not the old formula. 


**190, Lincoln’s Inn Fields, W. C. | 





July 17, 188—. 

Srr,—If you are the same Mr. Gerard Hillers- ; 
don who in 1879 rescued an old gentleman from 
an approaching engine in the station at Nice, 


we have the honor to inform you that onr late 
client, Mr. Milford, banker. of London, Mar- | 
seilles, and Nice, has bequea‘ hed the bulk of his 
large fortune to you, as residuary legatee. 
Our client was of somewhat eccentric habits, 
but we have no reason to doubt hi: disposing 
power at the date of the will, nor do we at 
present apprehend any attempt to dispute the 
said wili, since Mr. Milford leaves no near 
relations. | 

** We shall be glad to see you, either here or j 
at your own residence at your earliest con- 
venience. 

“ We have the honor to be, sir, 
** Yours, ete., etc., 
**CRAFTON & CRANBERRY.” 

Hillersdon turned the letter over and over in | 
his hands, as if expecting that solid sheet of | 
paper to change intoa withered leaf in histouch, | 
and then he burst into a laugh, as loud but not 
as joyous as Jermya’s gnome-like laughter. 

“A trick,” he cried, ‘‘a palpable trick, of the 
fate-reader, hyp iotist, whatever he may please 
to call himself. A cruel jest, rather, to mock 

rehed lips with the promise of the fountain ; | 
eo exercise his fancy upon a destitute man. 
Well, { am not to be caught so easily. The | 
churl whose remnant of life I saved at Nice 
was no wealthy banker, I'l. be sworn, bat some | 
impecunions wretch who was soured by losses 
at Monte Carlo.” 

He looked at his watch. Half-past five. A | 
good many hours must pess before it would be 
possible todiscover the existence or non-exist- 
ence of Crafton and Cranberry, and the authen- 
ticity of the letter on the table there, where he 
had flung it, a most respectable-looking letter 
assuredly, if looks were anything to thepur- | 


pose. 





| five. Yeta man of large benevolence, a man 


RESERVED. 


‘Easy enough for him to get a lawyer's clerk 
to write on the firm’s paper,” he thought; yet 
it was a hazardous thing to be done by any 
clerk, unless a discarded servant. 

“How did he know?” mused Hillersdon. 
“Tt was after midnight I told him my adven- 
ture at Nice, and this letter was delivered by 
the last post at ten o'clock, 

‘*Not impossible, though, for Jermyn to have 
heard of the old trunks at the Nice Station 
from Gilbert Watson, Hillersdon’s friend, who 
had seen the end of the adventure, and heard 
the old man clamoring for his umbrella. Wat- 
son was a man about town, and might have 
been in contact with Jermyn, who was aseason 
celebrity, and went everywhere.” 

He threw himself dressed upon his bed, slept 
a troubled sleep in briefest intervals, and lay 
awake for the rest of the time between haif- 
past five and half-past eight, when his servant 
—an elderly man and old retainer, who had 
married and outlived the rectory nurse— 
brought him his early cup of tea and prepared 
his bath. He was dressed and out of doors by 
half-past nine, and a hansom took him to 
Lincoln’s In : Fields before the stroke of ten. 

The office was evidently just opened, a most 
respectable office. An elderly clerk showed 
Mr. Hillersdon into a handsome waiting-room, 
where the newly-cut newspapers were syste 


Devon, and I appoint him residuary legatee, in 
recognition of his generosity and courage in 
saving my life at the hazard of his own, in the 
railway station in this place, on the 14th of 
February, 1879.’ 

**It is a nobie reward for an action to which 
I never attached the slightest importance,” 
said Hillersdon, pale to the lips with sup- 
pressed emotion. “‘I saw a young man at 
Newton Abbot do almost as much to save a 
dog, which was running up and down the line, 
scared by the porters who shouted at him. 
That young man jumped down upon the metals 
and picked up the dog in front of the engine— 
somebody else’s cur, not even his own property 
—and I— because in common humanity I 
plucked an old man from instant death—yes, 
it wasa near shave, [ know, and might have 
ended badly for me—but it was only instinctive 
humanity, after all—and I am left a fortune—it 
is a fortune, I suppose?” 

** Yes, Mr. Hillersdon, a large fortune—some- 
thing over two millions.” 

Hillersdon broke down utterly at this point. 
He turned his face from the spectators, master 
and clerk, and fought hard with himself to 
keep back a burst of hysterical tears niixed 
with hysterical laughter. 

** It is too ridiculous,” he said, when he had 
recovered his speech. ‘* Yesterday I was in 
the depths of despair. It is real, isn’t it?’ he 
asked, piteously. ‘‘ You are not fooling me— 
you are real men, you two, not shadows? This 
is not a hypnotic trance?” 

He s'ruck his hand on the table so hard as to 
produce severe pain. 

‘* That is real, at any rate,” he muttered, 

Solicitor and clerk looked at each other, du- 
biously. They were afraid their news had been 
too sudden, and that it had turned this possi- 
ble client’s head, 

* Advance me some money,” asked Hillers- 


matically arranged upon a massive mahogany | don suddenly. ‘‘Come, Mr. Crafton, give me 
office table. Neither of the principals had your cheque fora good round sum, and when 


arrived from their West End houses. 
a Gerard's impatience could not brook the 
elay. 

**Do you know anything about this letter?” 
he asked, showing the open document. 

“T ought, sir, for it was I who wrote it,” 
answered the gray-haired clerk. 

‘* By way of a practical joke, I suppose,” said 
Hillersdon grimly, ‘‘to oblige a facetious 
friend.” : ne 

** Messrs. Crafton and Cranberry do not deal 
in prac*ical vo sir,” replied che clerk, with 
dignity. ‘I wrote that letter at Mr. Crafton's 
dictation, and if you are the Mr. Hillersdon 


have cashed that cheque I shall begin to b:- 
lieve in Mr. Milford’s will and in your good 
faith. Iam up to my eyes in debt, and it will 
be a new sensation to be able to pay the most 
pressing of my creditors.” 

Mr. Crafton had his cheque-book open and 
his pen dipped in the ink before this potential 
client had done speaking. 

‘*How much would you like?” he asked, 

**How much? Would five hundred be too 
large an advance?” 

‘* A thousand, if you like.” 

‘*No, five hundred will do. You will act as 
my solicitors, I suppose—carry through this 


there mentioned it really ought to be a very | business for me. I am as ignorant of the law 


** Very pleasant, if I could venture to take it 
seriously.” 

‘* Why should you suspect 2 jest, sir, in so 
grave a matter, and coming to you from a firm 
of undoubted respectability?” 

Hillersdon sighed impatiently, and passed 
his hand across his ferehead with a troubled 


as the sheep who provide your parchment. I 
shall have to take out letters of administration, 
I suppose. I haven't the faintest notion what 
they are.” 

* We will make all that easy for you, if you 
have no family lawyer whom you would prefer 
to employ.” 

“IT don’t care a rap for our family lawyer. He 


gesture. How did he know that this scene of ’ 
the lawyer's office, the letter in his hand, the _ “ie pea were feed sboteh tor tat. eittore 


gray-haired, grave old clerk talking to him, 
were not part and parcel of some hypnotic 
vision, no more real than the figure of the girl 
at the sewing-machine which those same eyes 
of his had looked at last night. He stood, 
irresolute, incredulous, silent, while the old 
clerk deferentially awaited his pleasure. The 
outer door opened as he stood there, and the 
measured footsteps of dignified middle-age 
crossed the hall. 

**Mr. Crafton,” said the clerk. ‘‘ He will be 
able to assure you that there has beer no jest- 
ing, sir.” 

**Mr. Crafton entered, tall, broad, bulky, 
imposing, faultlessly dressed for his ro’e of 

| man of the world, not unaccustomed to society, 


pleasant letter for you to receive.” 
{ 
! 
{ 


and trustworthy family lawyer. 
| ‘“*Mr. Hillersdon, sir,” said the clerk. ‘‘ He 
has been disposed to think that the letter from 
| the firm was a practical joke.” 
i ‘*l am hardly surprised at your incredulity, 
| Mr. Hillersdon,” said the solicitor, in an unc- 


—my benefactor—you are good enough for me. 
And now I'll go and cash this cheque.” 

‘*‘ Will you allow our messenger to do that 
for you?” 

‘“Thanks, no. I like the sensation of a bank 
counter when I have money to receive. How 
willl have it? A hundred in tens, the rest in 
fifties. How I shall astonish my worthy land- 
lord! Good day. Send for me when you want 
me to execute deeds, or sign documents.” 

He went out into the sunny pavement where 
the hansom was waiting for him; went out 
with a step so light he was scarcely conscious 
of the pavement under his feet. Even yet he 
could scarcely divest himself of the idea that 
he was the sport of dreams, or of some strange 
jugglery worked by the man with the light- 
blue eyes and the uncanny laugh. 

He drove to the Union Bank, in Chancery 
lane, cashed his cheque, and then drove about 
the West End, to tailor, hatter, hairdresser, 


|tuous and comfortable voice, calculated to | hosier, paying fif-ies on account, or clearing up 


reassure clients, under darkest circumstances. 





the moment, thinks no more about it, and ever 
so many years after wakes up one morning to 
find himself—a very rich man,” concluded Mr, 
Crafion, pulling himself up suddenly, as if he 





| ° . , ; 
step into my private room. You can bring us 


the copy of the will, Coxfiel1.” 

The clerk retired, and Mr. Crafton ushered 
| his latest client into a large front office, as im- 
posing as his own figuee. 

‘Pray be seated, Mr. Hillersdon,” wavin 
his hand towards a spacious armchair. ‘ Yes, 
tne whole story comes within the regions of ro- 
mance ; yet it is not the first time in testamen- 
tary history that a large fortune has been left 
to a stranger as a reward for some service 
birely acknowledged when it was rendered. 
Our late client, Mr. Milford. was a very e*cen- 
tric man. I'll warrant now he took very little 


“That letter may well have taken your breath | and fifty left when he got back to . 
|}away. A romance of real life, isn’t it? A | and out of this he paid his landlord eighty. 


young man does a plucky thing on the spur of | The residue was for pocket money. It was 


long-standing debts. He had 2 aan 
is lodgings, 


such a new sensation to have satisfied his 
ereditors, that he felt as if he were made of 
air. He was convinced of the fact now. This 
thing was a reality. Fortune had turned her 


might have used a much bigger phrase. “Kindly | wheel—turned it so completely that he who 


had been at the bottom was now at the top. 
What would his own people think of this won- 
der that had befallen him? A millionaire! he, 
the thrittless son, who had until now been 
only a burden and a care to father and mother. 
He would not write. He would run down to 
Devonshire in a day or two, and tell them with 
his own lips. 

And but for Justin Jermyn’s interference he 
would have shot himself iast night, and would 
have been lying stark and stiff this morning. 
Yet, no, the letter was there last night, at ten 
o'clock. Fortune had turned her wheel, The 
tidings of her bounty were waiting for him 


trouble to show his gratitude when you had | while he was fooling in the Fate-reauer's room, 


hazarded your life in his service.” 
‘The only trouble he took was about his 


to recover.” 

‘“*So like him, dear old man. A character, 
my dear sir, a character. You wouldn’t have 
given twenty shillings for the clothes he wore 
that day, I daresay—umbrella included,’ 

“Tf clothes and umbrella had been on my 
premises, I would have given ten shillings to 
get them taken away.” 


the sport of a shallow trickster, 
** And yet he seemed to know,” thought Hill- 


umbrella, which he was vociferously anxious | ersdon; ‘*‘ he hinted at a change of fortune—he 


led me to talk of the old man at Nice.” 

He felt a sudden desire to see Jermyn, to tell 
him what had happened; to talk over his mon- 
strous luck; to see what effect the news would 
have upon the Fate-reader. There were other 
people he wanted to see—most espcially Edith 
Champion—but the desire to see Jermyn was 
the strongest of all. He got into a cab, and 


‘** Precisely,” exclaimed the lawyer, with his | told the man to drive to Holborn. 


genial chuckle. ‘*‘ A very remarkable man. I | 


doubt if he paid his tailor teu pounds a year or | 


whose left hand knew not what his right hand 
gave. But now we have to come to the crucial 
question. Can you estabiish your identity 
with the Gerard Hillersdon whose name our 
late client took down from Mr. Gilbert 
Watson’s dictation on the station at Nice.” 
‘Very easily, Ithink. In the firat place, I 
doubt if there is any other Gerard H llersdon 
in the directory. as the name Gerard comes 
from my mother's side of the house, and was 
not in the Hillersdon family before I was chris- 
tened. Secondly, my friend Watson is now in 
London, and will readily identify me as the 
man ahout whose name your client inquired 
when I had left the platform. Thirdly. it would 
be easy, were further evidence needed, to esta- 
blish the fact that I was residing at the Hotel 
Mont Fieuri, Cannes, at that date, and that I | 
went to Nice on the first day of the Carnival.” 
** I do not think there will be any difficulty 
as to indentity,” Mr. Crafton replied, suavely. 
‘Your present address is the same as that 
which Mr. Watson gave our lamented client, 
and he further described you as the son of the 
rector of ———, Devon, a detail no doubt 


| among them several of Hillersdon’s friends. 





elicited by Mr. Milford’s inquiry. Here is a 
copy of the will. You would like to hear it, 
perhaps.” 

As the clerk entered and laid the document 
before him. 

** Very much.” 

Mr. Craftou read in a clear, distinct voice 
and with great unction, The will was dated 
six months previously, and was made at Nice. 
It opened with a long list of legacies, to old 
servants, to theclerks in three banking houses, 
in London, Marseilles, Nice, to numerous char- 
ities, to Mr. Crafton and his partner, Mr. 
Cranberry. Hillersdon sat aghast as he heard 
thousands, and fives and tens of thousands, 
disposed of in this manner. To the Hospital 
for Children, Great Ormond street, ten thou- 
sand ; five thousand to Sr. George’s Hospiial, a 
thousand each to ten orphanages, five thousand | 
to a convalescent hospital, three thousand for 
an asylum for the blind. Would there be any- 
thing left for him after this lavish distribution ? 
The passage in the will which concerned bhim- 
self came at last, and was simple and brief. 
** Finally, | bequeath the residue of my estate, | 
real and personal, in lands, houses, consols, 
bank stock, railway and other shares, together 
with the sole interest in the firm of Milford 
Brothers, bankers, of London, Marseilles, and 
Nice, to Gerard Hilleradon, youngest son 
of the Rev. George Hillersdon, rector of ——, 


He hadn't the remotest idea whereabouts in 
Holborn that old inn was situated, or whether 


| in any adjacent thoroughfare. He dismissed 


his cab at Warwick Court, and went about on 
foot, in and out of dingy old gateways, and in 
all the “ dusty purlieus of the law” as existent 
in the neighborhood of Holborn; but nowhere 
could he find gate-house, or semi-deserted inn 
in any wise resembling the place to which Jer- 
myn had taken him last night, 

After nearly two hours spent in this in 
effectual exploration he gave up the search, and 
drove to the West Ead, where, at a smart 
dilettante club of which he was a member, he 
hoped to hear Jermyn’s address, It was tea- 
time, and there were a good many men in the 
reading-room and adjacent smoke-room, and 


He sat down in the midst of a little knot of 
acquaintances, and ordered his tea at atabie 
where he was welcomed with marked cordiality 
—welcomed by men who knew not that they 
were welcoming a millionaire. 

** You know everything that’s going on, Hill,” 
he said, to one of these; “so of course you 
know Jermyn, the Fate-reader?” 

‘““Intimately. It was I who secured him for 
Lady Fridoline yesterday. He doesn't, as a 
rule, show himself at the common or garden 
party but he went to oblige me,” 

“* Will you te | me where he lives?” 

‘* Nowhere ; Le is much too clever to put an 
address on his card, like a commonplace 
individual. He is to be heard of here, or at 
the Septem. He is a member of both clubs, 
though he rarely shows at either—but as to an 
address, a vulgar lodging-house address, like 
yours or mine! Pus sibete! If he put any- 
thing on his card it would be Styx, or Orcus.” 

**My dear fellow, I supped with him last 
night at his chambers.” 

“Then you know where ey are?” 

“That is exactly what do not know. 
Jermyn insisted upon my going to supper with 
him iast night after the opera. We walked 
from Covent Garden to his chambers, We 
were talking all the time, and except that wz 
poe through Queen street and Lincoln's Inn 

ields, I haven’t an idea as to what direction 
we took, or where the curious shabby old inn 
is situated.” 

Youth's frank laughter greeted this avowal. 

“Then allI can say, my dear Hillersdon, is 
that you were rather more on than a man gen- 
erally is when he leaves the opera. You were 
very lucky to get out of Bow street.” 

** Would you be surprised to hear that I had 
taken nothing stronger than Salutaris at din- 


ner, and nothing whatever after dinner? No, 
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wine had nothing to do with my mental con- 
dition. Jermyn and I were talking. I was in 
a soniewhat dreamy mood, and allowed myself 
to be piloted without taking any notice of the 
way we went. I will own that when [left him 
at four o'clock this morning my head was not 
quite so clear, and London might bs Bagdad 
for all I know of the streets and squares 
through which I made tracks for Piccadilly.” 

‘*So Jermyn entertains, does he?” exclaimed 
Roger Lirose, the poet, journalist, critic, and 
elegant idler. ‘*‘ This must be inquired into. He 
has never entertained me. Was your drunken- 
ness a pleasant intoxication? Was his wine 
irreproachable?” 

** More ; it wasirresistible. He gave me some 
old Madeira that was like melted gold, and his 
champagne had the cool freshness of a wild 
— an aroma as delicate as the perfume of the 

»wer. 

**T believe he hypnotized you, and that there 
was nothing; or perhaps bread and cheese and 
porter,” said Larose. ‘‘ Where are you going, 
and what are you going to do this afternoon? 
I've some Hurlingham tickets in my pocket. 
Shall we go and see the polo match, or shoot 
pigeons, and dine on the lawn?” 

A thrill went through Hillersdon’s heart at 
the thought that yesterday, had Lirose made 
such a proposition, he would have been obliged 
to decline, with whatever excuse he might 
invent on the spur of the moment. Yesterday 
the half guinea gate-money and the risk of 
being let in to pay for the whole dinner would 
have made Hurlingham forbidden ground. To- 
day he was eager to taste the new joy of spend- 
ing money without one agonizing scruple, one 
pang of remorse for extravagance that would 

urt other people. 

‘IT am going to call on some ladies,” he said. 
‘*Tf you can give me a couple of ladies’ tickets 
and one for myself, I will meet you in time for 
dinner.” 

**Do I know the ladies? Is Mrs, Champion 
one of them?” 

** Yes.” 

“Delightful—a parti carte. It is going to be 
a piping hot night. We will dine on the lawn, 
hear the chimes at midnight stealing softly 
along the river from the great bell at Wesr- 
minster. We will fancy we see fire flies and 
that Fulham is Tuscany—fancy ourselves in 
the Cascine Gardens, which are not half so 
pretty as Hurlingham or Barn Elms, when all 
is said and done. Get along with you, Hillers- 
don, Ina spite of your debauch you are looking 
as happy as if you had just had a fortune left 


ou. 

Gerard Hillersdon laughed somewhat hys- 
terically, and hurried cut of theclub. He had 
not the courage to tell anyone what had hap- 
pened to him—not yet. That word hypnotism 
frightened him, even after this seemingly sub- 
stantial evidence of his-good luck. The 
lawyer s office, the bank, the notes, and trades- 
men’s receip*s, might not all be part and 
parcel of the same hypnotic trance. He pulled 
a bundle of receipted accounts out of his 
pocket, Yes, those were real, or as real as 
anything can be to a man who dares not be 
sure that he is not dreaming. 


He drove to Hertford street. Mrs. Champion 
was at home, and alone. Her carriage was at 
the door ready to take her to the park. Mrs, 
Gresham was again engaged in the cause of 
the Anglican Orphans, serving tea and cake to 
the shiliing ticket people on the second day of 
the bazaar at the riding school, and was to be 
called for at six o'clock. 

Mrs. Champion was sitting in a darkened 
drawing-room, in an atmosphere of tropical 
flowers, Gressed in India muslin, looking deli- 
ciously reposeful and cool, after the glare of 
the streets. She looked up from her book with 
a little start of surprise at hearing Hillersdon’s 
name. 

‘I thought you were half way to Garmany 
by this time,” she said, evidently not ill pleased 
at his return, as it were a bird fluttering back 
to the open door of his cage, *‘ but perhaps you 
missed your train and are going to-morrow.” 

“No, Mrs. Champion, I changed my mind, 
and I am not going at all.” 

‘* How nice,” she said sweetly, laying aside 
her book and prepared to be confidential. ‘Was 
it to please me you staved?” 

He made up his mind that he must tell her. 
His mouth grew dry and hot at the very 
thought ; but he could not keep the knowledge 
of his alterei fate from this woman who had 
been, who was still, perhaps, the otker half of 
his soul. 

* For once in my life,” he said, quietly, “or 


let me say for once since I first met you—your ! 


wish was not my only law. S»mething has 
happened to me—to change my life altogether 
since yesterday.” 

“ You are engaged to be married,” she cried, 
rising suddenly out of her low, luxurious 
chair, straight as a dart, and deadly pale. 
** These things always end so. You have been 
loyal to me for years, and now you have grown 
weary, and you want a wife—Eluine instead of 
Guinevere—and you meant to run away to 
Germany and break the thing to me in a letter 
—and then you changed your mind and took 
courage to tell me with your own false lips.” 
This burst of passion—her white face and flash- 
ing eyes—were a revelation to him, He had 
thought her as calm and cold as a snow figure 
that children build in a garden; and behold he 
had been playing with fire all this time. 

He was standing by her side in an instant, 
eeenees her icy hands, drawing her nearer to 

m. 

“Elith, Elith, can you think so poorly of 
me? Eagaged, when you know there is no 
other woman I care for—have ever cared for. 
Engaged, in a day, in an hour! Have I not 
given you my lite? What more could I do?” 

“You are not. Oh, thank God. I could bear 
anything but that.” 

“And yet—and yet—you hold me at arm's 
length,” he said fondly, with his lips near here, 

She was the snow figure again in a moment, 
standing before him in her matronly digni y, 
cold, proud, unapproachab!e. 

“1 was foolish to put myself in a passion,’ 
she said, ‘and after all whenever you want to 
marry I shall have no right to hinder you. 
Oaly I should like to know your plans in good 
time, so that I may accustom myself to the 
idea. The horses have been at the door ever 
so long, and that hard-working Rosa will be 
waiting for me. Will you come for a drive 
round the park?” 

“T shall be charmed; but I want you and 
Mrs, Gresbam to dine with me at Hurlingham. 
wea go on there when you have done your 
park,” 

‘I don't care a straw for the park. Let us 
zo straight to Hurlingham and see the polo. 
But I am so carelessly dressed ; sha!l I do, do 
you think, or shall I put on asmarter gown?” 

She stood up before him as in a cloud of 
muslin and lace, a gown so soos and grace- 
fulin its draping over bust and hips, that it 
might have been water clothing a nymph ata 
fountain. 

‘Your careless costume is simply adorable. 
Only be sure and b:ing a warm wrap for we 
may be sitting late upon the lawn,” 

She touched a spring b-ll, and her maid 


appeared with a white Gainsborough hat and 
a pair of long suede gloves. Wraps were sent 
for, the butler was informed that nis mistress 
would not dine at home, and the birouche 
drove off with Gsrard on the front seat, oppo- 
sice Mrs. Champion. 

‘* What can have happaned to change your 
life, if you are not going to be married?” she 
asked, as they turned into Piccadiily. ‘' You 
quite mystify me, I hope it is nothing bad—no 
misfortune to any of eg ee a e” 

‘*No, it is something distinctly good. An 
eccentric old man, whom I was once so fortu- 
nate as to oblige, has left me the bulk of his 
fortune.” 

‘I congratulate you,” she said; but there 
was a troubled look in her face that surprised 
him. Surely she ought to have been glad. 

** Does that mean that you area rich man?” 
she asked. 

** Yes, lam a rich man.” 

** How rich?” 

** As rich as ey need care to be. I am 
told that the fortune left me is something over 
two millions.” 

‘* Two millions of francs?” 

‘*T wo millions sterling.” 

‘Good heavens! Why Champion is a pauper 
ay with you. This is too absurd!” 

‘*It does savor of the ridiculous, I admit,” 
said Hillersdon, somewhat piqued by her man- 
ner of treating the subject. ‘Poverty was my 
metier no doubt, I was born to be a hanger- 
on upon the great world, to taste its pleasures 
by the favor of other people, to visit in smart 
houses on sufferance, to live in a shabby lodg- 
ing and find my warmest welcome ata club.” 

**T wo millions!” repeated Eiith, ‘I am sure 
Frederick has not as much. Two millions! 
You will have to marry now, of course.” 

“*Have to! Why should I b> constrained to 
marry just when [ have the means of enjoying 
a bachelor’s life?” 

** You will be made to marry, I tell you,” she 
answered, impatiently. ‘‘You don’t know 
what women are who have daughters to marry. 
You don’t know what girls are—hardened 
worldly girls, in their third or fourth season— 
who want tosecure arich husband. You can’t 
possibly estimate the influences that will be 
brought to bear upon you. All the single 
women in London will be at your feet.” 

‘“*For the sake of my two millions. Are 
women so mercenary ?” 

“They are obliged to be,” answered Edith 

; Champion, * We live in aa age in which 
poverty is utterly intolerable. One must be 
rich or miserable. Do you think I would have 
consented to marry Mr. Champion, in spite of 

all the pressure my family put upon me, if I 

had been brave enough to bear poverty with 

you. No, te be well born means the necessity 
of wealth. One’s birthright is to belong to the 

smart world, and there to be poor is to be a 

social martyr. I have often envied the women 

born at Camberwell or Islington, the women 
who go to the butchers to buy the dinner, and 
who wear cotton gloves.” 

* Yes, there is an independence in those 
lower depths. One can be poor and un- 
ashamed, if one belongs to the proletariat. 
But be assured, my dear Mrs. Champion, that 
I shall not fall a victim to a mance ivring 
mother or an enterprising young lady. [ shall 
know how to a and freedom.” 

| Edith sighed. Would not the independ :ace 
of unlimited wealth tempt her slave to 
throw off the yoke? Could he ever be azain— 
he the millionaire—what he had been to her? 
Would he be content to dance attendance upon 
her, to be at her beck and call, to be an inevit- 
able guest at all her parties, to hand tea cups 
at her afternoons when he was perhaps; the 
only man present, to fetch and carry for her, 
find her the newest books in French and Ger- 
man, taste them for her before she took the 
trouble to read them, keep her posted in the 
gossip of the clubs, so far as such go iip was 
fitting for a lady to know? For the last few 
years he had been her second self, had supple- 
| mented her intellect, and amused her leisure. 

But would he be content to play the satellite 
| now that wealth would give him power to bea 

planet with moons and satellites of his own? 

‘*He will marry,” she told herself. ‘*There 
is no use talking about it. It wis easy to keep 
him in leading strings while he was too poor 
to be worth any single woman's attention. But 
now he will be forced into marriage. The thing 
is inevitable.” 

| The carriage stopped at the riding school, 
| 
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and the footmat went in to look for Rosa Gres- 
ham, who came tripping out presently, airily 
dressed as befitted the summer solstice, and 
somewhat purple as to complexion. 

** We are going to take you to dine at Hur- 
lingham,” said Edith. 

‘**How awfully delicious. I am dead beat, 
The shilling people were too horrid, staring, 
and pushing, and squabbling for their right 
change, and stuffing cike in a truly revolting 
manner. [ don’t think our stall can have 
cleared its expenses. How well you are look- 
ing this afternoon, Mr. Hillersdon, and yester- 
day I thought you looked awful, so hollow 
under the eyes, so pale and haggard.” 

“[ thought I was going away, to yr com- 
pany with all I cared for,” said Gerard, 

**And now you are not going?” 

“No,” Edith answered, with a laugh which 
was not altogether joyous. ‘‘ He may welllook 
different. Though form and feature are un- 
changed, he is a different man. Rosa, you are 
sitting opposite a millionaire.” 

j Me assed Do you really mean it, or is ita 
oke?” 

‘*T hope and believe that it is serious, I 
have the assurance of a dry-as-dust solicitor 
that there is all this money in the world, and 
that it belongs to me. And I cannot even 
thank the man who gave it me, for the hand 
that gave it is in the dust.” 

** And to think that you never came to our 
bazaar, never gave a thought, in the midst of 
your prosperity, to the Anglican Orphans!” 
exclaimed Rosa. 


(To be Continued.) 








Geraldine’s Failure. 





“* Bravo! bravo!” 

There was vociferous applause with hands as 
well as voices. 

** My dear, that girlis a born actress! How 
different private theatricals are nowadays! 
When I was a girl—— Really—they will have 
her on again then!” 

The curtains dividing the audience from the 
mimic stage were once more drawn a little 

, apart, to admit a pretty girl, with dark, rippling 
hair, and sparkling eyes, who advanced to make 
her bow in recognition of the plaudits which 
rang through the room, 

“Who is she?” asked a visitor. 

‘* A Miss Geraldine Norton,” was whispered 
back. ‘* Hasn’t any money ; lives with an aunt 
who rather dislikes private theatricals. Might 
set her face against them utterly, only, luckily 
for the girl, she is engaged to a well-to-do 
young fellow- Sydney Ascot—else she'd have 
to be a governess,” 

“Ts he here?” 

*“On, yes! Behind the scenes. Ha, ha, ha!” 

Sydney Ascot was behind the scenes. In- 
deed, at the wings, with his back against the 
wall, his arms folded, he had witnessed, with 
the gravest of faces, the triumph of his be- 
trothed, in The Belle’s Stratagem.” 

** By Jove, Syd! doesn’t she do it well?” ex- 
claimed a friend, standing at his side. ‘“* Why, 
man, what a solemn countenance! Aren’t you 
pleased ?” 

* Pleased?” was the response. ‘‘I wish to 
Heaven they’d—they'd hiss her.” 

. ‘*By Jove! Why?” 
** Because such applause is enough to turn a 
irl’s head, and give her false notions, She'll 
lieve she is a genius, All this will make her 
restless to achieve more public glories, and be 
discontented that she can’t; while you know 
as well as I, Ted, what a vastly different affair 
is the real thing from the imitation. The suc- 
cessful amateur imagines he or she has but to 
step from the mimic to the real s:age to score 
an equal victory, and,oh! the disappointment! 
Geraldine is too fond of acting as it is ” 

‘* Here she comes,” remarked Ted Downes, 
who deemed it best to slip away round the 
wing. 

* ub, Syd, what did you think of me?” ex- 
claimed nis betrothed, dancing up to him. 
“ Was it not delightful? And to know it’s all 
over! Oh, if it were only: very, every night! 
But you don’t say what you thought of me?” 

“IT thought you excellent—for an amateur.” 

The girl’s cheeks flushed a little deeper; a 
hurt expres-ion settled on her features. 

** You are not very enthusiastic, at any rate,” 
she said, her lip curling. ‘ You shall hear 
what the others are saying—that I'm born for 
an actress,” 

** Their praise is very injudicious, my love, if 
it makes you think that youracting here would 
be accepted at once on the real stage. There 
would a lot of hard work, cf drilling, of 
peostSeries disappointment, my darling, be- 
fore you could obtain even half a success in a 
second-rate part.” 

**Complimentary, certainly,” she exclaimed, 
with a short laugh. 

* There is a true saying,” he smiled—‘‘ ‘ Save 
me from my friends.’ Their applause has sent 
many a young aspirant on the stage to sup 
cruel disappointment. There, darling, you are 
very clever as an amateur. Be wise, and think 
mine the truest praise. Thank Heaven, little 
wife, you have not to experience the falseness 
of any other.” 

“If I were not going to marry you,’ she ex- 
claimed, with a toss, ‘I would go on the stage 
to-morrow. I love it—I adore it!” 

* Because they applauded you,” he smiled. 
s Soppoes they had hissed? People are 
hissed on the real stage, you know.” 

She flashed an angry glance at him from her 
dark eyes. 

“T love acting better than anything,” she 
said, pointedly. ‘I don't believe what you 
say. [think you cruel, unjust to say it; and I 
begin to tancy we may not be as happy to- 
gether as we thought. Ac any rate, we shall 
disagree on this point.” 

** Geraldine!” 

“It’s true, I love acting. Oh! I would so 
like to be an actress.” 

** Geraldine! Geraldine?” cried a young girl, 
running up. ‘Come here, dear; old Mrs. 
Hudson says she must be introduced to you. 
Every one’s a? of your success.” 

Geraldine nodded triumphantly, and glanced 
back at her betrothed, as much as to say, 
“There, you see,” as she hurried off. 

** She is one of the sweetest dearest of girls,’ 
reflected Sydney, as he slowly followed ; ‘‘and 
they will spoilher. Ifthey only knew what 
‘getting on the stage’ means, they would be 
careful not to turn girls’ or male idiots’ heads 
by their folly. I will see Geraldine’s aunt. 
Thank Heaven, I shall soon be my darling’s 
guardian and protector.” : 

Geraldine slept very little that night, being 
too excited with her success. Sydney Ascov 
slept, perhaps, not quite so much, for thinking 
of her. 

The following afternoon, he carried out his 
intention of seeing Miss Frobshere, the aunt of 
his betrothed. 

** My dear Sydney!” exclaimed the old lady, 
“the uirl’s just lost her head about it. I wish 
all the private theatricals were at the bottom 
of the sea,thatI do. Ifagirl, or a young man, 
is only praised enough by friends, they think 
they have but to step upon the real stage. to 
become at once a Charlotte Cushman or an Ei- 
win Booth, There is no fever like the acting 
fever. Why,” added the old lady, to Sydney's 
surorise, leven caught the disease a little in 
my young days; only my parents, Heaven 
bless them, stamped it out.” 

*I don't mind private theatricals,” put in 
Sydney, gravely; ‘save where it leads to false 
ideas, and——” 

‘My dear boy, you can’t separate the one 
from the other. Now there is a letter come 
from the Griggses to Geraldine, wanting her to 
play Polly Eccles in Caste, and since not a sy)lable 
cau I get outofher. I tried by the most entic: 
ing subject. * My love,’ I ssid, ‘I was thinking 
about your frousseau.’ ‘Oh, aunt,’ she inter- 
rupted, ‘don’t disturb me. I want to learn 
this part. Ihe Gri s have given me such 
short notice.’ Here she is,” 

As she spoke, Geraldine vame slowly into the 
room, through the conservatory. Her ey: s 
were fixed upon one of Samuel French's litt'e 
yellow play-booka, her lips moved. Miss Frob- 
shere shrugged her shoulders, : 
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“Ah, Sydney!” exclaimed his betrothed, 
looking up, her eyes dancing, ‘‘ I hope you don’t 
want me to goout? I really must get this by 
heart. Oh, it’s such a nice part—I wish you'd 
give me = cues,” 

‘** All right,” he rejoined, taking the book. 

‘* What a good fellow!” and she began. 
“Weil, what do you think, eh ?” 

wiz Why, I've seen Ada Rehan—a _ born 
actress,” he said, quietly; “and I must own 
you don't quite understand the character. Of 
eqeree it, may please your friends of last 
n —_ 

eraldine snatched the book from his hand, 

‘Tf you cannot approve, you need not in- 
sult,” she said, coldly, haughtily. 

“He is right, Dine. hat he says is for 
your good,” put in Miss Frobshere, 

‘** My dear aunt, at present being dependent 
upon you, you of course may say what you 
please,” replied Geraldine, as, with the stately 
step of a Fanny Davenport, she quitted the 
room, 

She did not appear again while Sydney was 
there. He went away down-hearted. That 
golden future, which he had regarded as so 
securely his, seemed vanishing in the dim 
distance, 

The next morning, while he sat at break fast, 
a hurried note reached him from Miss Frob- 
shere, 

‘*Come to me at once,” it ran. 
tracted. Geraldine has gone!” 

Gone! 

For a few seconds he sat motionless, unable 
to realize the words. Then he sprang up, and 
was soon hastening to the villa. It was quite 
tiue. Geraldine had gone to bed early the 
previous evening, and next morning her aunt 
had waited breakfast for her half an hour; 
then had sent to her room, to find its cecupant 
flown. In vain they searched—not a clew 
could they discover. They both guessed the 
truth, and the letter each received that after- 
noon confirmed it. Sydney's was to this 
«ffect : 

‘**My DEAREsT,—I am, I feel, about to cause 
you great pain; but I cannot avoid it. I re- 
lease you; [ask you torelease me. We think 
so differently on some points, that I feel we 
should never be happy as man and wife. The 
fault would be mine—I own it. I am conscious 
of histrionic talents within me, which would 
be endless misery and regret, did I suppress 
them. 1 cannot suppress them. I know you 
are cf a different opin‘on. One day you may 
have to acknowledge that my friends of last 
night were right, and you were wrong. In 
plain words, I am going on the stage, and I 
mean to be—if not an Ada Rehan, at least a 
success. There!—it must rest with you how 
we meet in the future; for I love you, and 
shall never love another so well, if ever agair. 
* Yours affectiona ely, 

‘* GERALDINE.” 


**Ts it to be, I wonder, adieu or au revoir?” 

“IT will find her,’ cried pcor Sydney. 
**Heaven help her! she knows not what she 
has done. Ignorant, trusttul, ambitious, she 
will become the dupe of every theatrical agent, 
every impostor—if not worse. How, too, will 
she live? She has no money —” 

** Yes, she has,’ put in Miss Frobshere. 
‘* Her eavings-bank book has gone. She has 
over a thousand dollars there—she'll draw it all 
out.” 

**Tt will be enough for her to live on, thank 
God, until I find her!” ejaculated Sydney— 
“until we can persuade her to communicate 
with us.” 

But such a result did not arrive. No notice 
was taken of the advertisements he put in the 
papers nearly every day, re gs =I her, in 
mysterious sentences, to make her wherc- 
abouts known—assuring her that all things 
should be as she wished, if she only woud 
write. 

** Perhaps she has succeeded ; she reaily had 
talent,” remarked Miss Frobshere, compas- 
sionating the suffering of her once prospec i e 
nephew. ‘ Perhaps she has -ecured an enye xe 
ment, and gone on the road.” 

S) dney shook his head. 

‘If she has, she has paid her thousand dol- 
lars for it,” he replied; ‘‘and, even then, | 
think she would be +o delighted that in 
triumph she would write to 'e: us know.” 

It was no good studyiog the columns of the 


“T am dis- 


dramatic papera to see if her aunt's forlorn : 


hope was correct, for, of course, Geraldine had 
changed her name. dow was he tu fiud her? 
Oh, if he could! She might go on the stage, 
she might do anything, if she would ouly lex 
him watch over and protect her as a husband. 


But six months passed away, aud there was 


no word, no sign of Geraldine. 

What might be happening to her? What 
privations, what suffzring mig t she not b> 
enduring? He knew she would endure much 
before her pride would let her ac quaiut them 
with it. 

Sydney Ascot, during these months, was 
never at rest. Night and day, when he knew 
rehearsals were on, he haunted the stage d. ors 
of various theaters. He took upon himself the 
role of actor, and was constantly paying fees 
to theatrical agents for im yursible engage 
ments, which gave him the ::zht, however, to 
drop in at all times at their cffices, but never 
did he see or hear of Geraldine. ; 

“TI must give it up. She must be traveiing,” 
he thought, dejectedly, as he sat one morning 
at breakfast. ‘“‘Icau’t search ail through the 
country.” 

He was scanning the advertisements a+ 
usual, when his eye lighted on this: 

“To ladies and gentlemen with histrio i 
talent. Vacancies. For further particula:> 
apply to Rossmere No,—Ninety-seventh stree 
New York city, between three and six P. M. 





An Annoying 


Barker—She didn't return your bow, ¢. -. itt explain to her the reason I was with yer. 


Parker—No, The next time I meet 
Muneey's Weekly. 





NIGHT. 


“*It’s a last chance, I'll try,” decided Sydney. 

At tbreé he was at the house, when he was 
thown into a rather large, dingy room, with 
dark merino curtains over a recess window. 
The wails were liberally plastered with the 

hotos of actors and actresses of the day. 

heatrical papers were scattered on the table 
and floor. 

Several applicants of both sexes were already 
there. Not the form he sought, and Sydney, 
having tipped the small boy who acted as usher 
to summon him last, stepped into the dee 
shadow of the curtains, sat down, and waited. 

Kaock, knock! in they came, dupe after 
dupe, with hope and ambition or hopeless 
despair beating at each heart. 

But no Geraldine ! 

It was drawing near six o'clock; only one 
applicant was now waiting beside himself—a 
young, showily dressed, much made-up young 

|girl—when the door opened, and—she, 
Geraldine, entered. 

At last! Sydney caught his breath, his brain 
whirled, he felt suif_cating, then he recovered, 
; apd looked at her. Oh, Heaven, what a 
| change! The face was still pretty, but so vale, 

so lined with anxiety, the cruel hope deferred 

that maketh the heart sick, She knew the 
| other, for the latter spoke : 
**Got no chance yet, my dear, eh?” 

““No,” replied Geraldine, listlessly, sitting 
down. “I've come here to try; but it’s the 
old thing, of course—a fee, and promises never 
realized.” 

“You'd best follow my advics. Take to 

You are pretty, with a good 


opera bouffe, 

figure. You'll get engaged for that. just to 
; stand on ina crowd, It keeps off starvation. 
Then, in time, you may be intrus:ed with a 
line or two to speak.” 

Sydney say the hot blood leap to his darling’s 
cheek, 

**No,” she said, 
first!” 

“ That’s just what I fear you will do, my 
| dear,” remarked the actress, as, summoned by 
! the boy, she left the room. 

As the door closed, beiieving she was alone, 
; Geraldine dropped her head on the table with 
a@ moan. 

* If this fails me,” she almost sobbed, ‘ what 
shal! I do ?—oh, what shall I do?” 

“‘Recurn to me, to your right home in my 
heart, my darling, my love. Oh, Heaven is 
merciful to me, for, at last, I have found you, 
Geraldine!” 

He had advanced. His arms were extended, 
his countenance convulsed with emotion. 

Geraldine had sprung up, then recoiled. 

““Sydney! You!” she ejaculated. Then, 
‘*No, no! I never can return—never!” and 
















she bowed her face in humiliatior, in shame, 
upon her hands, 

‘Geraldine, trom the hour you disappeared, 
1 have been seeking you,” he said. ‘* My love 
has increased at every failure. Will you not give 
me some recompense for my devotion? ill 
you, indeed, ruin my life forever? Will you 
never forgive?” 

‘**I—forgive you! Oh,I was mad —mad!” she 
murmured, lifting her wan face. 

But already his arms had encircled her, and 
after one effort at release her courage failed, 
and, weeping, she sank upon his bosom, aware 
that at the darkest hour the sun had again 
risen in her life, 

One of the prettiest and most contented 
wives is Mrs, Sydney Ascot, also one of the 
cleverest amateur actresses in her set. She is 
always ready to take a part, and her husband 
is always interested in her success. 

Once a pleased spectator remarked that she 
was an actress lost to the stage. 

She gave a little laugh to conceal a shudder, 
as she replied, that ‘‘she had no ambition that 
way, indeed. Oh, dear, no.” 








The latest issues in the popular Red Letter 
Series of select fiction are: Sowing the Wind, 
i, Mrs. E. Lynn Linton; A Black Business, by 

awley Smart; Violet Vyvian, M. F. H., by 
May Crommelm and J. Moray Brown; The 
Rival Princess, by Justin McCarthy and Mrs. 
Campbell Praed. Atl the best books are to be 
found in the Red Letter Series, for sale by book- 
sellers everywhere. 

TS 


Misses E. and H. Johnston are fashioning 
elegant gowns of novel goods. Dotted net 
with velvet scalloped edges is most effectively 
draped over lustrous shot silks in the newest 
color combinations. Copper color and emerald 
green are miogled in shimmering radiance and 
amber and blue gleam and glow before the 
sight with every motion. 


—_ 


Last of the Mohicans. 


‘‘Ugh!” grunted the unco: querable red man, 
turning his eagle eye unflinchingly toward the 
distant bivouac cf the foe, whose camp fires he 
could see distinctly from the lone hillock on 
which he stood. ‘* Does the pale-face think he 
can crush the proud spirit of a descendant of 
Kicking Steer and Blood-on-the- Moon? Ha! 
By the bones of my ancestors, never! This 
trusty tomahawk shall bury itself in his brain 
and this Arkansaw toothpick shall lift his 
beastly scalp. That's the kind of Buffalo Bill 








“Never that! I'll starve 
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DONT SWALLOW 


Such preposterous trash as the big DISCOUNTS 
ADVERTISED to hoodwink customers and 
| We q tote net prices, and the value offered is indisputable. 
Our stock of 


[FANCY ARTICLES 


SUITABLE FOR PRESENTS 
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A RICH BROWN LIQUOR 
FINE FLAVORED AND 
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'R. POTTER & CO. ——. 


50 Cents per pound. 
Cor. Queen and Portland Sts. 


Telephone 1381 
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Iam!” So saj)ing, the flery, untamed son of 
the plains, brave Never-Washes-His- Face, gave 
one last look at the setting sun, took three 
fingers of fire water from his pint flask, strode 
with reluctant step down the slope to his own 
canp, and gloomily kicked his oldest squaw 
out of the teper.— Chicago Tribune. 

| 





The custom tailoring business carried on by 
the firm of R Walker & Sons in the city for 
nearl’ sixty years has s'eadily kept pace with 
the times, and stands today without a rival 
when economy as well as fiiting and stylish 
finish are considered. The selection of goods 
is probably the largest in the city, and the cut- 
ting ste ff are divided into English and Ameri- 
can systems, and all garments are guaranteed 
satisfactory. Their terms are strictly cash, so 
that their prices are uniformly lower than the 
trade generally. She their adveriisement on 
page 12, 





— 





About Hearts. 


Hearts shaped is the correct thing now-a- 
days, for everything from a jewelled locket 
to a lump of wax for meh lady’s sewing basket. 
You may have a large ornamental heart on 
your wall, you may wear a heart on your finger 
or vour neck, (never upon your sleeves) You 
may give aheart dinner at which all the ap- 
pointments from the cards to the ices are 
| hearts, but, oh do no: if you would be a worthy 

scion of the new school, wear a real heart in 

vour breast, lest you be ill bred or vulgah.— 

Louise Markscheffel in Toledo Journal, 














Mrs. John McLean writes from Barrie Island, 
Ont., March 4, 1889, as follows: ‘I have been 
a great sufferer from neuralgia for the last 
nine years, but, being advised to try St. Jacobs 
Oil, can now heartily endorse it as being a 
most excellent remedy for this comp'aint, es I 
have been greatly benefited by its use.” 








How She was Cured. 


Mamie— Oh, George, I feel so faint! 
is good for fainting spells, George ? 

George (excitedly) -Now you've got me ! 

Mamie—Oh, I am so glad to hear you say so, 
dear George! I feel better already.— Puck, 


What 





He Knew. 


A Parisian wit once defined experierce as a 
comb that one became possessed of after hav- 
ing lost one’s hair. 
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Write for Sample 


aaa Sal 


5 pounds for $2.25 


Crd-rs by mail or telephone promptly at‘ended to. 


HICKMAN & CO. 


| 
| PARKDALE KASH GROCERY 











| 





Is all nature needs in nine cases out of ten to remedy 
sickness. 


The old idea of bleeding, blistering, purg- 


H. E. CLARKE & CO. 


105 King Street West 


's the Headquarters for Trunks, Traveling Bags, Valises, 


ing, etc., has been superseded by that of assisting 
nature, that is, seeing to diet and — surround- 
ings and giving medicine to act gently but just as . se: 
certainly as the old style. In all cases of Stomach € atchels and all traveling requis ites. 
Troubles, Indigesiton, Dyspepsia, ete., 

MALTOPEPSYN 
{an artificia! gastric juice—formula on‘every bottle] 


| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
“ ASSISTANCE” | 
aids the weakened stomach by putting into it what it 
lacks, namely, gastric suice,which assists the digestion 
of the food, relieves the pain or heavy feeling, and cures 
the constipation usually accompanying stomach 
troubles. As you value your future health avoid Bit- 
ters, Blood Purifiers and Purgatives, which only 
irritate and weaken the stomach, aggravating the 
Dyspepsia. The disease is in the Stomach, so aid the 
Stomach. Endorsed by physicians. Send 2 cts. in 
stamps for valuable book to HAZEN MORSE, 
INTERNATIONAL BrivGe, ONTARIO. 
| 





mentioned goods will do w 


Incid nt | 


We have also a large assortment of Fancy Goods, 
suitable for Birthday and Wedding presents. 


Anyone desirous of securing a bargain in the above 


ell to give us a Call. 








{ shal} be glad to send two bottl 
sumption if they will send me their 


M.C., 136 








Ayer’s Hair Vigo 
of the original color. 


I had been troubled, for years, with 
scalp disease, and my hair was weak 
and thin. The vse of five bottles of 
Ayer’s Hair Vigor cured my scalp, and 
rave me a luxuriant head of soft, black 
air. — Mrs. E. H. Foster, Lynn, Mass. 


, 
Ayer’s H 
Humors originate in the blood, which, 
when vitiated, carries disease to every 
tissue and fibre of the body. Ayer’s 
Sarsaparilla eradicates all traces of the 
scrofulous taint from the system, 

I have used Ayer's Sarsaparilla, in 
my family, ana know that itis a reliable 
specific for Scrofula. I have also pre- 
scribed it as a tonic, and honestly be- 
lieve it to be the best blood medicine 
compounded. — W. F. Flower, M. D., 
Gree ville, Tenn. 


became nearly bald. 


CONSUWPTIO 





a Luxuriant Growth Of Hair 


SURELY 
* CURED 


TO THE EDITOR:—Please inform your readers that I have a positive remedy for the 
ibove named disease. By its timely use thousands of hopeless cases have been permanently cvred, 
es of my remedy FREE to any of your readers who have cuu-~ 
Express and Post Office Address. 
West Adelaide St., TORONTO, ONTARIO. 


Respectfully, T. A. SLOCUM, 








May be obtained by the continued use of Ayer’s Hair Vigor. ** A few years ago 
my hair began to.turn gray, and, a short time after, fell out so freely that I 


r stimulated a new growth of hair, and 


I have applied the Vigor, occasionally, since that time, 
and my hair is now strong and abundant.— Ira D. Kennah, Utica, N. Y. 


| Thave used Ayer’s Hair Vigor for the 
past two years, and found it all it is 
ee nted to be. It restores a natural 
color to gray hair, promotes a vigorous 
| growth, and keeps the hair soft and 
| pliant. — Mrs. M. V. Day, Cohoes, N. Y. 


air Vigor, 


Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. Sold by all Druggists and Perfumers 


Affections 


| Ot the Eyes, Lungs, Stomach, Liver, 
and Kidneys, indicate the presence of 
Scrofula in the system, and suggest 
alterative treatment. For chis purpose, 
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla is unequaled. 

I was always troubled with a Scrofu- 
jlous Humor. Lately my lungs have 
j been affected, causing much pain and 
| difficulty in breathing. Three bottles 
) Of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla have relieved 
|my lungs, and improved my health 
generally. -— Lucia Cass, Chelsea, Masa. 


Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, 


Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass 


Beid by all Droggists. Mrice $1; siz bottles, $d. 
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Music. 


The first concert of the fifth season of the 
Torrington Orchestra was given at the Pavilion 
on Monday evening last. A large audience 
was in attendance, among whom were observ- 
able many friends of the University, in aid of 
whose L‘brary fund this and a following con- 
cert are given. The audience was warm and 
enthusiastic in its applause, no less than five 
recalls and repetitions being elicited in a pro- 
gramme of eleven numbers. The selection of 
pieces was eminently a popular one, though as 
a matter of construction, some people might 
wonder at three overtures being placed on one 
programme, while only one movement of a 
symphony was given. It should be remem- 
bered, however, that to play a symphony prop- 
erly, means to rehearse it with a greater 
amount of care and frequency than the condi- 
tions of orchestral work in Toronto seem to 
allow. In,New York and Boston, where there 
are splendid orchestras, continuous rehearsal 
is given to pieces of this description. Yet here, 
where the instrumentalists are hardly up to 
the standard of excellence in the orchestras 
alluded to, there are players who think they do 
well if they attend one or two rehearsals, and 
some come in on the evening of the concert, 
without any preparation. 





Such a procedure cannot fail to haveits effect 
on the quality of the performance, and when 
all these difficulties are considered it is quite 
wonderful that the performance of Monday 
evening should have been as excellent as it 
was. Mr. Torrington had his forces surpris- 
ingly well in hand, and secured, first ofall, ex- 
cellent rythmic precision and very firm attacks. 
The intonation of the orchestra was very good 
indeed, the wind especially being rich and mel- 
low. One exception was when Mr. Ciarke was 
playing his cornet solo, when the other cornet 
insisted upon having a pitch altogether his 
very own, which was agonizing in its diver- 
gence from that of the orchestra. The strings 
were very good in quali-y and intonation, es- 
pecially in the early part of the evening. As 
the room became warmer the heat affected the 


strings and the tone was not so pure, 
* 


A splendid rendering was given of Suppe’s 
overture Morn, Noon and Night, brilliant and 
scintillating in character, and Massenet’s 
Phedre overture was most interesting. Itis a 
fine, massive work, very richly scored, and 
with tragic and portentous phrases, Its play- 
ing by the orchestra was an unqualified pleas- 
ure to the audience, though the critic would 
have wished for greater contrasts of light and 
shade. The Oberon overture was played 
with a surprising amount of grace and ideality, 
though the faster movement was taken at so 
great a pace as to somewhat obscure its beau- 
ties. The Beethoven Larghetto was not as 
clear in its phrasing as it should have been, 
but its successor, Gillet’s exquisite little Loin 
du Bal, made up for any shortcomings. It was 
played with great Celicacy and softness and 
that bete-noir, false intonation, was cleverly 
avoided. I did not like the arrangement of 
Vieuxtemps’ Reverie, a sort of musical curi- 
osity well adapted for a beer garden or music 
hall, but hardly for a serious concert. The 
noble theme was vulgarized by the ¢reatment 
of the arranger, especially in unisons, Mrs. 
Torrance’s tuneful waltz and the Valse Sym- 
phonique of Strauss were pleasant foils to the 
heavier pieces on the programme. 

Of the vocalists, Frau Dunbar-Morawetz 
fave an excellent and artistic rendition of the 
aria from Don Carlos. O Don Fatale. She has 
» very rich, vibrating ana sympathetic voice, 
and uses it with great skil!. Her excellent 
performance secured for her a choice bouquet of 
roses. Mr. Douglas Bird sang for the first 
time in my hearing, and I was delighted with 
the freedom and flow of his tone, and with 
his distinct enunciation. His voice is light, 
but very agreeable in quaiity and absolutely 
truthful in intonation. Further study, pro- 
ducing greater breadth of tone, more attention 
to phrasing and expression, should make Mr. 
Bird a tenor with most favorable prospects for 
@ fortune. He sang I Am Waiting, and Then 
You'll Remember Me, and took part in the 
duett, A Night in Venice, with Mrs. J. C, 
Smith. The lady’s voice showed a conmend- 
able fulness of tone, and the duett had to be 
repeated. Miss Florence Clarke played the 
first movement of Beethoven's C Minor Con- 
certo, including the Reinicke Cadenza, She 
has a good clear tone, and distinct and facile 
execution, although the movement was taken 
a trifle slowly. She displayed a very music- 
ianly conception of ths piece and was well 
received. Mr. H. L. Clarke’s cornet solo re- 
ceived, as do all this gentleman's efforts, a 
hearty encore. Mr. B. L. Faeder cid good work 


a3 leader of the orchestra. 
oe 


There is in New York a society calling itself 
the MSS. Society of American Composers, lim- 
ited to one hundred members. Applicants for 
membership must show good, unpublished 
work to be eligible. Mr. Clarence Lucas for- 
merly of this city and now of the Utica, N. Y, 
Conservatory of Music, has been elected a mem- 
ber. His MSS. were: An eight-part chorale, 
afugued chorus, a scherzo for piano and or- 
chestra, a larghetto for violin and orchestra, 


the fort in New York, German overa is doomed 
at the Metropolitan Opera House in that city, 
and after this season only Italian and French 
works will be heard. This means, of course, 
the exclusion of Wagner, and a revival of the 
old operas, with the introduction of many of 
the works that have won rec>gnitian in late” 


years. 
* 


Last week I mentioned Miss Louise Single- 
ton of Port Hope as being a clever young 
pianist. On Wednesday of this week I re- 
ceived an invitation from her father, Mr. 
Thomas Singleton, to meet the young lady at 
Messrs. Nordheimer’s with some other press 
men and hear her play. I gladly accepted, and 
found a bright, brainy-looking child, very 
modest, yet self-possessed in demeanor, with 
an air of business and business only about her. 
| She is only eleven years old, yet she played us 
a selection of standard piano pieces in a man- 
ner that hosts of her elders might have envied. 
She has a powerful touch, round and full in 
tone quality, and her execution, if not rapid, is 
yet distinct and clear, her scales and runs 
being beautifully even and pearly. The quality 
of distinctness was especially evident in her 
playing of Chopin's Fantaisie Impromptu. 
Iler playing is rich in expression and artistic 
feeling, notably in Moszkowski'’s Serenata. 
She showed brilliancy of «ffect in the Semir- 
amide Overture, and gave very pleasing rendi 
tions of Scharwenka’s Polish Dance. She is 
now engaged on astudy of Li«+zt'’s Rigoletto 
Fantaisie. Miss Louise is a child with a prom- 
ising future before her, and won the admira- 
tion of those who heard her on Wednesday. 


The Toronto correspondent of the American 
Musician in speaking of the corcert of the 
Haslam Vocal Society, impugns the artistic 
appreciation of our Toronto audience in the 
following manner: ‘The Violin solos of Prof. 
Mitchell, while well executed, were decidedly 
too classical to be thoroughly appreciated by a 
majority of the audience.” I have heard of 
some talk of this kind, and feel inclined to take 
up the cudgels on behalf of our audiences, 
whose intelligence and brilliancy I have heard 
spoken of with surprise and admiration by 
artists of allranks from Patti and Albani down. 
The subscription list of the Haslam Vocal 
Society, some three hundred and thirty in 
number, represented about a thousand of the 
thirteen hundred people in the Pavilion on the 
occasion in question, and I believe the list is a 
representative one of the fashion and culture 
of the city. That Mr: Mitchell’s solos were not 
appreciated was not due to the fact of his play- 
ing over the heads of his audience, but to other 
causes quite apparent to those who attended 
the concert. 


o 

The Choral Socie‘y is crossing a stream and 
is swapping horses while so doing, to accept a 
homely illustration which originated with the 
late President Lincolr. Owing to the severe 
illness of Mr, Edward Fisher, which has pre- 
vented him from conducting the rehearsals of 
the society, he has felt himself forced to resign 
the directorship. The committee is an ener- 
getic one, and is not daunted by this untoward 
state of affairs. 
about to do so, with Signor D'Auria, with a 
view to securing his services as director. I 
hope that the society will continue its work, in 
spite of the depressing influence of the with- 
drawal of its favorite preceptor, and I fancy 
that the public spirit which has animated the 
committee in former years will enable its mem- 
bers to make satisfactory arrangements for a 
successful continuance of the society’s season. 





The Philharmonic Society has concluded to 
give its two concerts on consecutive evenings 
in April, when Massenet’s Eve and Mendels- 
sohn’s Elijah will be sung, with the great 
Santley in both performances, This will be an 
event of rare significance in our musical his- 
tory, and is highly creditable to the enterprise 
of the society. 


The Harmony Club has completed the organ- 
ization of its executive committee, which is 
composed of the following gentlemen in addi- 
tion to its officers: Messrs. F, Beardmore, R. 
Cowan. A. S. Foy, P. Hodgins, J. A. Mac- 
donald, George S. Michie and E. C, Rutherford. 
The selection of a conductor and of an opera to 
be performed will be taken up forthwith. 


The Toronto Vocal Society’s concert an- 
nounced for Thursday evening takes place too 
late for notice in this issue, but will reeeive due 


attention next week, 
. 


I have received a copy of Presto, a musica) 
journal published in Chicago, and quite eharae- 
teristic of the energy of that city. Its editorial 
and selected matter show good judgment, and 
a@ generous space is devoted to trade matters. 


o 
Next week's events comprise the annvwal con- 
cert of the Caledonian Society on Tuesday 
evening, and those of the Sons of England at 
the Pavilion, and of the Toronto Vocal Sceiety 
at the West End Y. M. C. A, on Thursday. 


The Orpheus Male Quartette has assumed its 
old-time organization, and now consists of 
Messrs, Tayior, Lye, Warrington and Schuch. 

METRONOME, 





~ 


The Drama. 


This appears to be the winter of owr discon- 
tent as far as dramatic af/airs are eoncerned. 
We have this week another trio of spectacular 
melodramas at the three local theatres. Con- 
sidered as melodramas the three of them have 
many points of excellence. The agony is piled 
up good and high and anyone who can leave 
his ideas of reality and probability at home and 
will allow himself to be tossed on wild waves 
of exaggerated emotion—heart rending groans, 
deluges of tears, inhuman brutality, storms 
of anguish, preternatural heroism, sub- 
lime trust and angelic faith, can be 
thrilled and rethrilled at anyone of these 
plays. This class of play is constructed 
to appeal to people who do not know enough, 
or who do not care, to go benzath the surface 
to hunt for motives or to tind the springs of 
action. As this class is largely in the majority 
it follows that scarcely any play has a longer or 


and arbapsody fororchestra, Mr. Lucas is now | More profitable existence than a successful 


engaged in scoring a symphony in C minor, 
. 


melodrama. All that is required is sufficient 
thrill—plenty of exciting encounters, Thrill's 


fter many years of triumphantly holding | the thing—thrill, that grips hold of one, 


It is now negotiating, or’ 





























































oppresses the breath, fixes the eyes, opens the 
mouth and fairly lifts one out of his seat. 
What fun the players of melodrama must 
sometimes have with their audiences when 
the curtain falls after a desperate encounter ! 
It must be tough on their self-respect, how- 


ever. 
* 


Wilson Barrett and Hall Caine’s Good Old 
Times, played at the Grand this week, is a 
typical English melodrama. It is another 
Lights o’ London. It has a vigorous unreality 
that is admirable in its way. With a high- 
handed Euglish assurance it seems to say 
“* You may think this is all wrong, but it isn’t. 
It is all right, because I say itis all right and 
therefore it cannot be wrong.” Then you are 
stunned by its audacity and before you know it, 
youare halfinclined to believe that it is all right. 
But itis not. Judged from a box office stand- 
point, as a hurly. burly to attract the multitude 
and put shekels in the manager's pockets it may 
be all right. 
point alone must soon end in suicide. To keep 
above earth any institution, it has to be 
founded on something more substantial than 
the greed of gain. But judged as a genuine 
dramatic production it is all wrong. This is 
apparent to anyone who attempts to analyze 
such a play as the one in question, It may be 
said that no one claims they are legitimate 
dramatic productions and should not be judged 
assuch. It may also be said that often to the 
assurance of the advance representative there 
is no end. I believe that one of these 
shows playing here this week had the 
audacity to announce that ‘‘ Notwithstand- 
ing, etc., there will be no advance in prices.” 
The facts of the case are that every one of these 
melodramas is claimed to be far and away 
above its real merits. But let us return to the 
Good Old Times. This is a good melodrama. 
It involves acase of unrequited love, of pas- 
sionate jealousy and a murder or two in Eng- 
land. Then the scene of operations is trans- 
ferred to Botany Bay and the pains and 


with good effect. 
England are carried half way around the globe. 
Sois the devotion of two wives. 


craft, heroic defence and a happy ending. 


tional English life to-day—to the creation of 
living works of stage art which shall be held 
in loving remembranc2 when ycu and I shail 
have passed away.” 


houses for a month. 
Polish city, and the enthusiastic people came 
for miles “around to see her performance. 





Drama judged from this stand-. 


humiliations of the convict life are worked in 
The jealousies begun in 


Then there 
are hair-breadth escapes, treachery, wonderful 


Madame Moijeska, who is spending the 
Winter in Europe, has been playing an engage- 
ment in Posen, where she drew crowded 
Posen is virtually a 


Entertainments of all kinds were offered ber, 


dinners, receptions, drives, until the fair artist 


was finally compelled to decline further invita- 
tions from sheer exhaustion. At her last ap- 
pearance she was presented with a large wreath 
of the rarest flowers, tied with the national 
colors. The speech that accompanied it was of 
the most eulogistic character, and expressed 
the desire for her speedy return. Madame 
Mojeska has arranged to tour in America next 
seasor. 

The enterprise of the British advertiser 
breaks out in many forms as is evidenced by 
the following: ‘This curious advertisement 
recently appeared in several of the big London 
dailies: ‘ Wanted, eight bald-headed men to 
cecupy eight adjoining seats in row three of 
Drury Lane stalls on the first night of the 
Christmas pantomime. Each applicant will be 
furnished with a new dress suit, a boutonniere. 
will receive cab fares and a supper at midnight. 
Apply, ete.’ Manager Harris, not having any 
unusual ballet on the night in question, looked 
into the matter and discovered that the prop- 
rietor of an enterprising weekly wished to 
paint on bald heads Nos. 1, 3,and7 the letter 
T, on bald head 8 the letter S, on bald head 5 
the letter B, and on bald head 4a hyphen, so 
that the back rows, boxes, circles and pit would 
read the name of the paper, 7%¢-Bits. Harris 
offered to put the baldsters in the harlequinade 
with their backs to the audience, but refused 
to let his stalls for advertising purposes. 

Joseph Jefferson told Frank Carpenter, the 
correspondent, says the Mirror, that he wrote 
tke Autobiography practically without notes. 
*] have never kept adiary,” he said. ‘‘I am 


fortunate in having a good memory; I wrote 
I began it about 
three years ago, and wrote by fits and starts as 

It was curious the way 
I would awake in the 


the entire book from that. 


the humor seized me. 
my mind worked. 






These are presented in a setting of realistic 
scenery that, like the play, is a trifle highly 
colored, but adds immensely to the interest of 
the piece. The management and arrangement 
of scenery are very well done and a number of 
novel and charming effects are pro?uced. 
Messrs. Atkins Lawrence and John Glen- 
dinning take the leading parts of chief hero 
and chief villain respectively very successfully. 
Mr. Norman Campbell is very funny as Spot, 
an Aboriginal, and Mr. Alf. Fisher makes a 
capital Cockney. Mr. Fred C. Brooks gives 
promise of good work and his fiddling was well 
appreciated. 








































middle of the night from a sound sleep for no 
reason thatI could see, and would think of 
some of my past experiences. If I went to 
sleep again I would find in the morning that I 
knew that I had remembered something dur- 
ing the night which I intended to record when 
I got up, but I could not think what that 
something was. After this I had a pencil and 
notebook by my bedside, and at such times as 
I awoke and thought of the matter I would 
rise and write out the material. In preparing 
the book finally I found these memoranda of 
great value, and that in most cases the first 
records were better than anything I could 
write.” Mr. Jefferson added that he did not 
see why an actor should not have a natural 
bent toward literature and why he should not 
write fluently and well. His whole life is 
made up of the interpretation of literature ; 
he has to appreciate all the phases of thought 
and expression, and his whole life is, to a cer- 
tain «xtent, a time of education. 


— 


"Varsity Chat. 


Peculiar are the opinions which many people 
entertain regarding students. They imagine 
that most of the boys have a “ high time,’ and 
indeed a few of the burners of the midnight 
oil, n0 matter how staid or austere they may 
be, delight in inculcating the idea that but few 
of their hours are devoted to study, as they 
are always bent on enjoyment. They pretend 
to have an admiration for the ‘‘corp’rl” in the 
story of Pretty Annie when he says, ‘‘ Eyah! 
They was great times, i'm ould now; my 
hide’s wore off in patches, sinthry-go has dis- 
conceited me, and I'm a married mantu. But 
I’ve hed my day, and nothin’ can take away 

































Mr. William Redmund, in a drama called 
Cuchillo, made his debut before a Toronto audi- 
ence at the Academy on Monday to a bumper 
house. Mr. Redmund has been acting for a 
long time on the other side of the border. He 
takes the title role, besides having through 
dramatic necessity to portray the character of 
Eugene Kandos of New York. The scene is 
first placed at Buenos Ayres, South America, 
and after the first act is shifted to the Kandos 
residence in New York City. Eugene Kandos, 
by his very dissipated life, reduces the 
family circumstances greatly, and finally for- 
sakes his wife and daughter. The wife, Par- 
quita Kandos as a prima donna, wins her way 
independent]v toafiluence anda splendid home, 
where her husband appears in a drunken state 
and debilitated condition and claims the right 
of a husband’s position. A quarrel ensues 
here as the wife will not receive her unfaithful 
lord, and in the course of it he stabs her, 
though not mortally. Cuchillo, a guest at the 
time, and Clermont, a rove and gambler, pur- 
sue him, and having caught him Clermont kills 





him while he is in conflict with Cuchillo. 
Clermont then suggests to Cuchillo to make 
use of his strong resemblance to Kandos, and 
claim the Kandos estate. 
man of principle, at first cannot entertain such 
an idea, but shortly consents, Cuchillo takes 
possession of the property, marries, and keeps 
Annetta, the daughter of Kandos, as his own 


of Cuchillo and Kandos had been exehanged 
so that through their strong physical resem- 
blance it would appear that Kandos was still 
alive. Mrs. Kandos, Parquita, who during the 
lapse of two years had been hunting evidence 
against Kandos, finally appears at the estate 
and thinks in Cuchillo she sees Kandos, 
Cuchillo through the pains of remorse in the 
midst of happy domestic relations is driven to 
the verge of suicide, but suddenly resolves to 
bear it like a man for his wife’s seke. The 
securing of a lost marriage certificate, which 
proves him a half-brother of Kandos, suddenly 
turns the tide and ends all in happiness. 
Mr. Redmunéd fills the leading position success- 
fully, and is very well supported by Mrs, 
Thomas Barry as Madame Parquita, Mr. 
Charles E. Bunnel) as Cleremont and Miss 
Clara Swartz. The scenery is very fair, 





James H. Wallick, one of the favorites at 
Jacobs & Sparrow’s is playing at that house 
this week in The Cattle King and The Moun- 
tain King. Mr. Wallick’s style of play and 
style of playing are well-known hereas The 
Cattle King bas been presented in Toronto 
several times before. The dancing and singing 
of Mr. Charles Crosby relieves the intensity of 
the playing. The support is fair, 





DRAMATIC NOTES, 

Madame Bernhardt is under contract to ap- 
pear at the Garden Theatre, New York, on 
February 2. She will open in La Tosca, 

A few weeks ago there were no less than four 
pantomimis of The Babes in the Wood being 
performed in London. The woods were full of 
them, 

Henry Arthur Jones, in a public speech the 
other day, said; ‘“ Either you can guide us to 
fashion plays for you that will make audi- 
ence and author alike the contempt of what- 
ever calm, artistic judgment shall in futare be 
brought to bear upon them ; or you can lead us 
to the embodiment and portrayal of all that is 
of permanent and distinctive value in our na, 


Cuchillo, being a 


in stronger support of his claim. The apparels 


the taste av that! Oh, my time past whin I 
put me foot through ivery livin’ wan av the Tin 


Commandments between Revilly and Lights 
Out, blew the froth off a pewter, wiped me 
mustache wid the back av me hand an’ slept 
There 
As soon 
student reaches the college he is 
of a well- 
organized Temperance Society, Young Men’s 
Christian Association and kindred organiza- 
ln fact, so strong is this influence that 


on ut all as quiet as a little child!” 
are no ‘‘corp’ris” at the ’Varsity. 
as a 
under influence 


the strong 


tions. 
a man who tries to put his foot through the 
Ten Commandments is sure to meet with in- 
vulnerable opposition. . 


As we students examine the list of gentle- 
men appointed as examiners and associate 
examiners for the High School leaving and 
University Matriculation examination, we are 
of the opinion that old ’Varsity’s interests are 
safe. Her sons have the controlling power on 
the board, and why should they not? The 
country surely has faith in her own highest 
seat of learning. 


The Law of Mortality, such was the subject 
of a lecture by Mr. F. Sanderson, M.A. ('87), 
before the meeting of the Mathematical and 
Physical Society this week. Poets may write 
that science moves but slowly on from point to 
point, but the points accumulate rapidly and 
new sciences arise. Who would have thought 
that our mathematical men would ever sit 
down and calmly calculate the probability of 
the duration of life? What satisfaction it 
would be for some of the freshmen to know 
what the probabilities are that they will live 
long enough to graduate. 

+ 


Mr. G. R. Faskin, B.A., '90 is teaching in 
Owen Sound Collegiate Institute. 
= 


Rev. Dr. Nevins, who spent some time as a 
missionary in North China, addressed meetings 
of the students during the past few days, 


Mr. J. H. Brown presided at the meeting of 
the freshmen in the Y. M. C. A. Hall on Tues- 
day last. Speeches were delivered by Messrs, 
W. H. Pease, R. H. Glover, W. P. Reeve and 
G. L. Lambe. Mr. C. A. Stuart acted as judge 
and Mr. J. Griffith as critic. Music was 


furnished by Miss De Beauregard, Miss With- 

row and Miss Toppin Miss Darand,the class 

poet, obtained many facts for a future epic. 
Drax ALEEN, 


What Spoiled It. 





For Saturday Night. 


Ouly a rumor slyly entwined 
With a 1) ing story a friend had told— 
Those cursed friends whore art cou'd find 
A flaw in a nugget of p.rest gold. 


Only a glance from a woman’s eye, 

One of those glances that sting and lash; 
Only a drawling cold reply 

From the sneering curl of a long mustache. 


She had a spirit that naught could break, 

He had a tongue that could wound and kill, 
And each of them made a sad mistake 

There, at the bottom of life’s long hill. 


Had she but tried 4 more generovs plan 
The idler’s lie,had been fairly met, 
For he was only a hasty man, 
Given to sneer, to forgive and for,et. 


She would have filled his lonely life 
And helped him climb the loftiest height, 
And he would have worshipped a noble wife 
And seen the world in a kindher light. 


For his sneeriog manner was after all 
But a foil for a sensitive lonely pride, 

And the tongue that spoke as tho’ dipt in gall 
Loved best in a velvet sheath to hide. 


And her look, it was only a woman’s look, 
Madd’ning—but only one wink from tears, 

For her heart was as true as the Sacred Book, 
As he might have learned, in after years. 


But the glance struck home and the words were said 
Now pride fights bravely for tongue and eye, 

The years roll on and find neither wed 
And the tattlers gossip and wonder why. 


** I told you so” picks up her work 
And runs to chatter with ‘* Pass it on,” 

And their needles click as they smile and smirk 
O’er two poor characters lost and gone. 


A little drama we all have seen— 
Where tongues do mischief, which time ne’er mends, 
"Till friendships seem but a hideous dream— 
God save us all from our dearest friends ! 
Ep, W. Sanpys. 





A Skating Song. 


Hurrah for the wind that is keen and chill, 
As it skirts the meadow and sweeps the hill | 
Hurrah for the pulses of swift delight 

That tingle and beat in the winter’s night, 
When over the crystal lake we glide, 

Flying like birds o’er the frc zen tide ! 





Hurrah for the lad with the sparkling eye, 
For the joyous laugh and the courage high! 
Hurrah for the health that is glad and strong, 
So that life is gay as a merry song, 

For the motion fearless, smooth and fizet, 
When skates are wings to the flying feet ! 


Hurrah for the landscap2 broad and fair 
Spread boldly out in the brilliant air ! 
Hurrah for the folds of the sheeted snow, 

Ona the mountains high, in the valleys low ! 
Hurrah for the track where the skaters glide, 
Fearless as over a highway tried |! 


Hurrah for the girls who skate so well— 
Dorothy, Wiasifred, Kate and Nell ! 

Hurrah for the race we’re bound to win, 
And the curves and figures we mean to spin ! 
Hurrah for the joy that wirgs our feet, 
When, like dancers gay, we pass and meet ! 


Who chooses may boast of the summer time, 

Hurrah, we cry, for the frost and rime, 

For the icicles pendant from roof and eaves, 

For snow that covers the next year’s sheaves ! 

Hurrah for the gleaming, glassy lake 

Where the skaters bold their pleasure take ! 
MARGARET SAnostTan. 


Mabel, 


‘Tis winter. Now no longer: 
Can Mabel, rarest ma‘d, 
Perched on the lofty grand stand, 
Her baseball lore parade, 
And when the home club chances 
To win the bleachers’ shout, 
Call, in her rich contralto, 
“*George, are the umpires out?" 





No. But at hop and party 
Gleams, as a star, her mind. 
There, when she sits at euchre 
Riches galore i find. 
She, for whose love in rapture 
Hearts by the dozen thump, 
Asks, holding out the joker, 
“* Say, is this thing the trump?” 


Then, when the Prince of Denmark, 
Thrills to the core each heart, 

Or, when the chords of Wagner 
Lead us fec m earth apart, 

When, from impassioned poet 
Bieathless each word we wait, 

‘* Say,” says this modern Helen, 


“George, is my hat on straight?” 
— Life 


The Heart of a Man. 


The heart of a man, it is a toy, 
A well of life and rest, 

A furnace fierce, a pitfall deep ; 
Of all things dear, the best. 


A trap, a hedge, a fruitful field, 
A spring, an opan sea, 

A midaight black, a radiant day, 
A slave, and yet too free. 


A palace fair, a dungeon foul, 
A doorway into Heaven, 

The gate cf hell, ay, hell itself, 
When love is not its leavén. 


A page, a book, a library, 
A faint and fading line, 

A note discordant, harsh, and dread, 
A symphony divine. 


A query sharp, an answe: deep, 
An echo, yet a voice, 
The source of woman's bitterness, 
The chalice of her joys. 
~Matilda Fletcher in Cleveland Leader. 





Good-night, Sweetheart. 


* Good-night, sweetheart, good-night, sweetheart,” 
The words rang out while hot tears start, 
And little hands, so fair to see, 
Are tenderly stretched out to me ; 
Yet coldly from them I depart— 
Good-night sweetheart, good-asight, sweetheart. 


Good-night—ah, such a night !|—I knew 

The sweet lips yearned for kisses too— 

Asking no other earthly bliss 

Than just one fond, forgiving kiss ; 

One kiss—and as my tteps depart, 
Unanewered words—‘ good-night, sweetheart.” 


Ah, dear ! if we could only know 
The gentle hearts that love us so, 
The angry words that give you pain, 
We'd let you kias them back again. 
I answer now, while hot tears start, 
** Good night, sweetheart, good-night, sweetheart |” 
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Noted People. Ontario’s Pioneer Poet. 


* Mrs. John Sherwood has finished a new book 
on society. 

Mr. F. Marion Crawford, having been pulled 
down by overwork, has gone to Tiflis, Asiatic 
Russia—a city noted for its hot baths—to 
recuperate. 

During the illness of the late Emperor Fred- 
erick, it became so much the fashion toconsult 
De. Morell Mackenzie that his professional in- 
come rose to an average of twelve hundred dol- 
lars a day. 

Mary E. Williams, who is one of the coming 
novelists, isa young woman of thirty. Sheis un- 
married, short in stature and a blonde. Her 
face is bright, her manner vivacious and her 





modesty notable, 


During the present ceutury, three girl queens 


have, before the advent of Qieen Wilthelmina, 


almost simultaneously ascended the throne of 
a European nation: Maria da Gloria of Portu- 


gal, Isabella of Spain, and Victoria of Eng- 
land. 

Mr. Parnell has had an offer from Messrs. 
Thompson, Gaylor and Deprees of seventy-five 
thousand dollars for one hundred lectures in 
America. They offered to deposit twenty-five 
thousand dollars, but it is said that Mr, Parnell 
deciines, 


J. Gould’s daily income is said to be about 
$7,500. But this is rather small compared to 
Rockefeller, who is supposed to receive $18 000 
daily, or Astor, who gets $23,000 daily, or even 
Cornelius Vanderbilt, who has to get along 
with $15,000 every twenty-four hours, 

, Anew departure in woman’s work has been 
made by the Misses Searle and Gorton of 
Chicago, who have organized a publishing 
firm. Both ladies are young, and one has had 
some experience a3 a newspaper writer, while 
the other has done much illustrating. 


Richard Harding Davis, whois to be asso- 
ciated with George William Curtis in the 
editorship of Harper's Weekly, is only twenty- 
six years of age. He is the son of the well 
known journalist, Mr. L. Clarke Davis of Phila- 
delphia, and Mrs. Rebecca Harding Davis. 


A direct descendant of Joan Hart, Shakes- 
peare’s sister, has recently died in England. 
She was a Mrs. Fletcher, and pursued gun 
making as a trade. In this business she was 
extremely successful. Her chief pride was 
that she was the possessor of Shakespeare’s 
jug and stick. 

Henry Johnsdn, aslave with a history, who 
was set free by his master, Mr. Foxall, and 
who waited upon Clay, Webster, Calhoun and 
other great men, and who is said to have come 
in contact with every president save Washing- 
ton, is living in poverty at the age of ninety 
years in Washington. 


The writer, who has been dear to children’s 
hearts for many years under the pseudonym of 
A. L. O. E. (A Lady of England), and whose 
real name is Miss Tucker, is a busy worker 
among the zenanas of northern India. She is 
said to be a charming old lady, and to be 
devoted to her mission work. 


Miss Sarah Orne Jewett, the magazine 
writer, is the daughter of a country dcctor. 
She was born and brought up on the sea coast 
of Massachusetts, and the impressions of her 
childhood, obtained by contact with seafaring 
persons, are the great store-house from which 
she draws her stories. She is not exactly a 
pretty woman, but her manner is most attrac- 
tive, and Boston worships her. 

Duke Charles of Bavaria and his noble wife 
spend the greater part of their time in caring 
for the sick and distressed. Both are 
thoroughly trained oculists, and the duke has 
established, at his own expense, a large hos- 
pital in Bavaria, in which the eye department 
is open to all poor patients, without charge. 
The duchess is his most valuable assistant and 
takes part in the skilful operations, for which 
he is so famous. She also visits patients at 
their homes and often stays to nurse them 
herself, 

Francis the Second of Naples, that luvckless 
Bourbon dunce whose throne Garibaldi over- 
threw in 1860,and who is said to be one of 
Daudet’s “ kings in exile,” still lives in aimless 
comfort in Paris, where his sole activity is 
walking once a day from his apartment to the 
church of St. Philippe to say his prayers. He is 
rather small and insignificant in appearance, 
and looks like a pensioned bank clerk rather 
than a “‘monarch retired from business.” 


Americans who remember the Louis Kossuth 
of forty years ago—handsome, romantic, elo- 
quent, impassioned—can not easily imagine 
him a worn and feeble veteran of eighty-eight, 
earning in exile a scanty income by his pen. 
Though fortune, friendships, and patriotic 
hopes are long outlived, he still keeps his 
sensitive honesty, and lately refused an offer 
from his publishers to advance three thousand 
florins in anticipation of future articles, on the 
ground that he might not live to fulfill his 
contract. 

Mrs, Alexander, the well known authoress, 
whose name is in reality Mrs. Alexander 
Hector, is a fair-faced, gray-haired lady, who 
lives in a quiet home on the outskircs of Lon- 
don. She is a tremendous though systematic 
worker, and spends all of her mornings before 
a handsome oak desk, with an enormovs Per- 
sian tabby cat of great age lying beside her. 
She is pre-eminently a lovable woman, and 
grants the reason of her holding so many 
friendships is, that she never rubs people the 
wrong way, and has a correct valuation of 
trifles. Together with unusual amiability, the 
clever Irishwoman has plenty of backbone ; for, 
as she wisely remarks: ‘“ Mere softness and 
compliance will never bear the friction of 
life.” awe 

Americans in Paris give glowing accounts of 
Minister Reid's splendid entertainments. Mrs. 
Reid dispenses hospitality with a liberal hand. 
She is slight and delicate in appearance an:l 


she dresses with extreme Parisian elegance and 
good taste. Her Monday receptions are open 
to all Americans of respectability, whether 
they are passing tourista or residents of the 
city. Miss Reid, the minister's ni usually 
resides at the tea-table, and Mr. Reid himself 
8s ofsen present and adds to the intellectual 
and social enjoyment of the occasion, Dinner- 
parties, balls, receptions and fetes are given in 
almost constant succession, while the minister’s 
elegant box at the Grand Upera House is often 
at the service of his traveling countrymen, 

















WILLIAM A STEPHENS, 


- It isa fact known to comparatively few of 
the present generation that the pioneer poet of 
Ontario, William A. Stephens, a man who in 
his day was one of the central figures of the 
letters ot this young country, is still living in 
peaceful retirement, surrounded by his family, 
in the picturesque young northern city of Owen 
Sound. Though now almost unknown (except 
locally) to the reading public, Mr. Stephens has 
been a writer of no mean rank ; and to him be- 
longs the honor of having published the first 
volume of poems ever issued from the press in 
Upper Canade. Born in Belfast, Ireland, in 
1809, he emigrated to Canada with his parents 
at a very early age, and may be looked upon as 
a Canadian more than an Irishman, especially 
as his writings show that he imbibed a strong 
colonial spirit, and as he has always been 
known as a man of the highest Canadian 
national feeling. 

His verse, it is true, has not gained any last- 
ing name in iiterature. But in this respect it 
is not unlike the earnest, meritorious toil of 
those brave men and women who, long years 
ago, plunged into the depths of the Canadian 
forests, axes in hand, to hew away the growths 
of centuries and make the path easier for the 
unborn hosts who were to follow. Their names, 
their hardships and sufferings are now rapidly 
passing away into oblivion; and if Mr, Step- 
hens’ work is neglected and forgotten at the 
present day, it is but sharing the same fate as 
theirs, though of him it may also be said that 
he was a pioneer smoothing and straightening 
the road for the writers who have come after 
him. Mr. Stephens may most fittingly be des- 
cribed as an 

Gated “‘humbler poet 
Whose songs gushed from his heart, 
As showers from the clouds of summer, 
Or tears from the eyelids start.” 
His first volume was published in 1840, under 
the title of Hamilton and Other Poems; and, 
as has been remarked before, this was the first 
volume of verse printed in Upper Canada, It 
contained, in the first edition, 180 pages; but 
in the volume now lying before me, which is 
one of the edition of 1871, there are 410 pages, 
the work having been considerably enlarged 
by acditions in verse and the insertion of two 
lectures delivered by the author at Owen 
Sound. 

Mr. Stephens opens his preface to the book 
with the following remarks: 

‘*If [had not written this book no one else 
in the world would or could have written it; 
no one else was in a position to select all the 
subjects that I have chosen, and to look upon 
them from my standpoint. And if anyone had 
attempted it, no matter what his ability or 
experience, our books could not have been 
identical. Noone but he whe is, can be the 
parent of his own offspring, either mental or 
natural.” ‘ 

This is certainly a common enough truth, but 
it is seldom that one sees it so aptly put. 

The first poem in the book is on a subject 
which breathes the very essence of early 
colonial life—the loss of a child (the author's 
infant sister) in the woods bordering the 
Credit river. This distressing event occurred 
on the 17th of April, 1827, and was a fitting 
inspiration for what we are told was the 
first production the author published and one 
of the earliest he had written. The whole 
event is graphically portrayed—the anguish of 
the mother and father, the terror of the little 
sisters and brothers, the fruitless search by 
day,the weird spectacle of men beating through 
the forest by midnight under the glare of 
torches, the finding of the lost child speechless 
with exposure and terror, the wild tempestuous 
joy of the return, all this is presented to the 
reader with much force. 

Hamilton, the main poem of the book, and 
the longest Mr. Stephens has written with the 
exception of The Centennial: an International 
Poem, published in ‘78 contains some 
admirable passages. As Bishop Strachan 
remarked concerning it, ‘‘ There is very little 
of Hamilton in it;” but in this respect, as the 
author subsequently stated, ‘‘it resembles 
Cowper’s Task.” There is not space to make 
more than one extract from this poem. I have 
chosen what appeals to me as one of the finest 
passages : ‘ 

**Oh, muse | what art thou, strange mysterious sprite ? 
Who first invoked thee from the reilme of light? 
What happy bard first waked the living lyre? 

Did he create thee, or didet thou inspire ? 
Wert thou the creature of his fancy, wrought 
‘To fulness by the flat of his thought;’ 

Or didst thou come to make thy being known 
While intellectual glory round thee shone, 

The lyre thy sceptre aud the miad thy throne ? 


* Didst thou illumine, in the olden time 
The mind of Homer with thy light sublime, 
Who roll'd in majesty the tide of song, 
Bright’ning in glory as it rolls along, 
In heavenly harmony through distant years, 
Bright and immortal as revolving spheres ? 
How many names were saved by Homer's lyre 
From blank oblivion! His poetic fire 
Enshrin’d their mem’ries and bequeath’d each name 
An everlasting legacy to fame | 
Well I remember, twas in boyhood’s hours, 
I read him firat ‘mid wild woois and wild flowers, 
Tending the oxen in the hours of noon, 
In brightest days of sunny May and June, 


When ‘Buck’ and ‘Bright’ were from the yoke re- 
leas’d 

To rest and on ths woodland h2rbage feast. 

There were no pasiure fields ; then all was new, 

But flowers and berbs in wild profusion grew ; 

Since then Jaborious, persevering toil 

Has clear’d the woods and ploughshares turn’d the soil. 

Upon a hank, thi:k strewn with wither'd leaves, 

Where nature's hand the mossy carpet weaves, 

I oft reclined, with Liiad in hand, 

By forests shaded and ‘by soft winds fann’d’ ; 

The oxen browsing round, whose brazen bell, 

With noisy tongue, their whereabouts would tell.” 

I have space for only two other selections 
and it is with difficulty that I choose them. 
The first one, entitled A Year Ago To-day, 
was very popular at one time, and went the 
rounds not only of the Canadian, but also of 
the American and Eaglish press : 

“* A year ago it is to-day 
Since little Ernest died ; 
Between the living and the dead 
There is a guif so wite ! 


‘* Short was his life, a week of yeara 
Was all that he had seen— 
The winters with thir robe of white, 
The summers with their green. 


‘* He never heard the wintry storm, 
Tho summer’s rustling leaf, 
Nor music of the singing birds— 
Our little boy was deaf. 


‘Twas so, our Ernest never knew 
A word of human speech— 
The name of anything on earth 

His mind could never reach. 


“Sight, taste, and smell and touch were all 
The avenues of thought, 
By which the things of heaven and earth 
Within his mind were brought. 


‘‘ And these were all acute ;“there was 
No deafness in hia eyes— 
How joyous often was their glance 
Of pleasure or surprise ! 


“ Tho’ none by name, yet all by sight, 
Each one he knew full well, 
And keenly felt each kindly act 
And other acts as well. 


** And mo3t were kind ; a sympathy 
Was felt by one and all ; 
Our smiling little dummy boy 
A favorite was with all. 


** Poor little dear! no idle word 
Against him shall ariee, 
When he with all that lived shall meet 
The judgment of the skies! 


** Then some may have the bitter wish, 
When that dread time has come, 
Who used their speech in sin and pride, 
That they too had been dum». 


‘* He’s no more deaf than all the dead, 
Since he has passed the bourne ; 
And from the land of peace and rest, 
We would not say return. 


“He now may know what deafness means 
And what ’tis to be mute; 
How thoughts are clothed in breathing w rds, 
That each the other suit. 


** And he may tell in spirit’s speech, 
To kindred spirits, who 
May listen when he says, ‘On earth 
Noword I ever knew. 


***] did not know my parents’ name, 
My country, age or race; 
I did not know the God who made, 
And saves me by his grace. 
‘* «IT did not know that I should die, 
That I was made of dust ; 
Nor of a life beyond the sky, 
Nor of the Christian’s trust. 
*« € But now I know my parents dear, 
My brothers, sisters too, 
Shall leave the world where now they live, 
And be like me and you,’” 


The tenderness, sweetness and delicacy that 


breathe through every line of this poem, it | 


were hard to surpass. And nowonly one more 
selection, Oa Seeing in the Distance a Light 
in the Window of Home: 
** Yon lamps that bespangle, on high, 
The gloricus ezare of night, 
Shed their radiance around on the sky, 
But I turn to a lowlier light. 
* Yon glimmering lamp, far below 
The vault of night’s luminous dome, 
Doth it’s mellowing brilliancy throw 
On the humbler h aven of home. 
** The blaze of ambition may lead 
The youthful aspirant afar, 
Where nodding plum’d warriors bleed, 
’Mid the etruggles and triumphs of war ! 
** He may follow ite blaze thro’ the storm, 
O’ er the wide rolling billows of foam ! 
But its lustre O never can charm 
Like the peaceful enjoyments of home. 
** Lo! Byron has donn’d his bright crown 
Which he wears by the fiat of fame, 
While the loud trumpet blast of renown 
The triumphs of genius proclaim ! 
“* He may gather the incense of praise, 
And through visions of glory may roam, 
But hark, mid the laurel and bays, 
He mourns the lost pleasures of Lome !” 


Surely these are not the productions of an 
unworthy pen! They are but three almost 
random extracts from five hundred pages of 
verse, I have made no selection from The 
Centennial. 

Mr. Stephens was also the author of many 
impromptus, crisp and epigrammatic in their 
style; and in 1848 appeared from his pen A 
Poetical .Geography and Rhyming Rules for 
Spelling. In 1853 he edited the Owen Sound 
Lever, and for years contributed both prose 
and verse to some of the leading Canadian and 
American papers, among which may be men- 
tioned The Niagara Gleaner ; The Palladium, 
The Examiner and The Leader, Toronto; The 
Streetsville Review ; The Owen Sound Times ; 
The Philadelphia Saturday Courier ; and The 
Baptist Magazine, Montreal. He was for a 
long time Collector of Customs at Owen Sound, 
but advancing years forced him to resign. 

Now, at the ripe old age of eighty-one, he is 
entirely unknown as a contributor to any 
papers. Few of our younger writers have read 
his works; few have even heard his name. 
Yet he is a man, who, unfavored by circum- 
stance, wielded his pen at one time with great 
ease and force, ‘and won for himself a more 
than local name. Certainly as the pioneer poet 
of Ontario, he deserves a much larger place ip 
the records of this young country’s young but 
vigorous literature than he has yet been ac- 
corded. T. J. REXALEDAN, 








The Home Market. 


a Mascus—Shall you go south for the win- 
ter 

St. Agedore—No; I can get all the winter 
I want right here.—St. Joseph News, 





The Modern Child 
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Jeames—Miss Etsie, your mamma wishes you to go out for a w.ik ia the park this after- 


noon. 


Li'tle Elsie—Tell her that I do not wish to go, James. 


the opera this evening, and do not want 'o get 


, I have made up my mind to go to 
tired ; and say, James, couldn’t you hook me 


another pot of jam from the storeroom ?(—Munsey's Weekly. 





George Bancroft. 





The long and busy life of America’s great | 
historian closed last Saturday. It was a life | 
full of useful labors and well earned honors. 
From the outset of his career he was a devoted | 
and painstaking student of history, and accu- 
mulated vast stures of knowledge that in after 
years were abundantly utilized. Mr. Bancroft 
was not a historian alone. He had filled pc- 
sitions of high trust in the service of his 
country. The stanch friend of American insti- 
tutions, honoring them by his life and works; 
a lover of his country and a defender of the 
faith on which its foundations rest, in all re- 
spects an admirable as well as gifted citizen, 
his death removes one of the most conspicuous 
and central tigures of the century. | 

George Bancroft’s life began with the cen- 
tury, andit has been crowded fuil of honors, 
When he was at Leipsic, in 1819, Dr. Joseph G. | 
Cogswell wrote: ‘He is a most interesting | 
youth, and is to make one of our great men.” | 
In many-respects Bancroft fulfilled this 
promise of his youth. In his twentieth year 
he was awarded the degree of Ph. D. by the j 
University of Gottingen, and soon after this he 
made the acquaintance of Goethe. He had al- 
ready selected history as his special branch of 








study, and distinguished himself for his 
erudition on the subject at Berlin, 
delberg, and M4Harvard, where in 1822 


Hei- 
he occupied the position of teacher of | 
Greek. At this time he thought seriously of | 
| effective sermons, but literature proved to 
| have too stronga hold upon him. In 1823 he 
| published a volume of poems, and in the fol- 
| lowing year a translation of Heeren’s Politics 
of Ancient Greece. Six years later he was 
| refused to take his seat. The next year he re- 
| fused a nomination for the State Senate, yet in 
| 1838 President Van Buren appointed him col- 
| lector of the port of Boston. Under President 
Polk he was Secretary of the Navy, and sig- 
nalled his administration by the establishment 
of the Naval Academy at Annapolis, From 
1846 to 1849 Mr. Bancroft was minister to Great 
Britain: in 1867, was appointed minister to 
Russia; in the following year, was the Ameri- 
can representative to the North German Con- 
federacy, and in 1871 to the German Empire. 





The first volume of his History of the United 


States was published in 1834; the second, in 
1839: the third, in 1840; and the fourth to 
tenth, at intervals from 1852 to 1874. In 1876 
the work was revised, and the volumes eleven 
and twelve, a history of the Constitution of 
the United States, were published. But in 
careful revision and addenda Mr. Bancroft 
busied himself until 1885, when a revised 
edition was published in six volumes. This 
work in itself necessitated a large correspond- 
ence, in addition to which Mr. Bancroft was a 
member ot many learned societies both here 
and abroad, and perhaps had more degrees 
tendered to him than any man of histime. Of 
recent years poor health largely interfered 
with his useful labors. In 1882 he wrote to a 
lady: “I was trained to look upon life as a 
season for labor. Being more than fourscore 
years old, I know the time for my release will 
soon come. Conscious of being near the shores 
of eternity, I am waiting, without impatience 
and without dread, the beginning of the end 
which will summon me to rest.” In bis nine- 
tieth year Mr. Bancroft grew very feeble, and 
his strong intellect gave way to the weight of 
years. He was born in 
October 3, 1800, and was the son of Rev. Aaron 


Bancroft. 





| entering the ministry, and preached ce 


elected to the Massachusetts Legislature, but | 





Worcester, Mass., | 


Osgoode Legal and Literary Society 


The above society met, as usual, last Satur- 
day evening in Convocation Hall. In the 
absence of the president, Mr. Simpson, the 
first vice, filled the chair. 

This being about the first time that Mr. 
Kappelle has been absent from his post, and as 
it is nicer, and in some cases safer, to speak 
one’s mind behind people’s backs than before 
their faces, I consider the opportunity fitting 
to say a few words regarding him, 

As a president Mr. Kappelle has proved to be 
a huge success. Never since the formation of 
the society, although we have had many bril- 
liant men in the chair, have we had a president 
who entered into his work with such whole- 
heartedness, grudging neither time nor 
money, but working on with admirable pati- 
ence, steady z2al, and a single eye to the 
society's interests. Under his able pilotage 
our little ship of State has avoided dangerous 
rocks and shoals, has discovered undiscovered 
fields and is fast approaching that safe haven, 
under the lee of the benchers, and the protect- 
ing wing of the Law Society, where is our 
natural position, for are we not their children 
and future prop? I am the last man to say that 
in the past there have not been faults on both 
sides, which have, unfortunately, made 
breaches which should never have existed ; but, 
after all, are not our interests identical? Is 
not the glory, honor and good name of the 
Law Society just as dear to the enthusiastic 
heart of the student as it is to the hoary- 
headed and venerable Q. C.? Should not the 
child’s place be near the heart of its parent? 
And though governed with firmness should 
not the grand ruling principle, after all, be 
love? Fellow students, let us rally round our 
president, who is working with all his honest 
heart, and let us look to it that we do not 
abuse privileges that may be granted us, Itis 
a good thing to ask too much, but if we once 


| realize that the governing body of the society 


are doing their best for us, all the sting of a 
| refusal will be eliminated. Let us feel the 
| dignity of the benchers to be dear to us as our 
own honor, and I venture to predict that in 
future happiness and the best of goodwill sha!l 
be our portion. Diplomacy, after all, pays 
better than war, and this society appreciates 
the fact that chiefly through the agency of Mr. 
Kappelle we are making a tex year stride in 
| the short space of twelve months. 
| An octette of the Glee Club rendered two se- 
lections which were most enthusiastically re- 
ceived. 

Mr. Kingston read part of one of Curran’s 
Addresses to a Jury. 

The essayist for the evening was Mr. Masten. 
His ‘‘ talk,” as he very modestly styled it, dealt 
with the trials, tribulations and opportunities 
of a law student's career, and how to improve 
them. [think I am not exaggerating when I 
say that never has the society listened to a 
more interesting and at the same time instruc- 
tive lecture. The vote of thanks, which was 
unanimously passed at the close, but feebly 
represented the real appreciation of the mem- 
bers for his kindness in devoting so much time 
and thought towards smoothing the path be- 


fore us. 

The debate on the subject ‘‘Resolved: That 
the private ownership of land values should be 
abolished,” was rather one sided. Mr. G, J. 
Ashworth upheld the affirmative with a num- 
ber of original arguments, but was unsup- 

rted. Mr. Fish made a powerful speech in 

| favor of the existing system of land tenure, 
being supported by Mr. Buckingham. The 
| chairman decided in favor of the negative. 
After a few kindly remarks and some friendly 
| advice from the society's critic, Mr. Ryckman, 
the meeting adjourned. LEX. 





Trying to Make a Dicker. 





Mollison—I am at a disadvantage, sir. 


© The father of seven of them—Don’t let a little thing like that worry you, young man, 


You have surprised me. 


Athy 


NY 





I just 


came in to see if a ranch in Utah and free transportation would be any object to you to take all 


I’ve got.—Judge. 
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The Mystery of the Panelled House 


A ROMANCE. 





By EVERETT GREEN ° 


Author of ‘** My Grave,” 


“* Mistress Cicily,” Ete. 





ALL RIGHTS 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 
A LABOR OF LOVE, 


The task Corona and Maidie had set them- 
selves of forcing an entrance to the masked 
staircase (whose very existence was only to 
them an intuition rather than a fac’) was suf- 
ficiently bold, seeing that they had neither 
proper tools, nor avy great strength at com- 
mand, and that the risk of discovery was a 
thing almost too terrible to contemplate. 

Mr. Vansittart was in that mood of bland 
gentleness which both sisters feared more than 
any other. Indeed, his manner to Corona was 
so tenderly sympathetic, so soft and caressing, 
tha: she positively shrank from him in a kind 
of instinccive terror. No more had passed di- 
rectly between them since the day on which he 
hed jaid before her the proofs of Cedric’s guilt ; 
but she felt that she was treated as one who 
has had an irremediable loss, and that it was 
tacitly assumed she had decided to think no 
more of her former lover, but to gather up the 
broken strands of her life and begin again. 

In one way, perhaps, it mattered little what 
fiction Mr. Vansitcart and his grim sister tried | 
to impose upon her ; yet in her heart she felt 
that it did matter—that it was as ifa net were 
closing slowly but surely rcund her, and if she 
attempted to break through the toils some fear- 
ful fate would overtake her. 

Shut up in that lonely house, practically cut 
off from all the world, feeling utterly alone and 
helpless, no wonder her heart sank within her. 
Perhaps nothing could have so sustained her 
as this new terror—that Cedric was fellow-vic- 
tim to the wiles of this absolutely fiend-like 
man—a man capable, she felt, of any crime, and 
incapable of any human feelings. If it were 
so, if her lover were beneath this unhallowed 
roof, fiad him she must and would. Once to- 
gether, and courage and hope might alike 
return. 

Maidie was full of eager enthusiasm. It 
was her sharp wits that had jumped to a con- 
clusion which to a more sober mind would 
bave seemed absolutely preposterous, and now 
it was she who was readiest of resource in 
carrying out the bold scheme of working their 
way ao ee their prison walls. 

She declared that they must commence 
operations from the cupboard side of the 
vacant space. In the dark closet which nobody 
entered they could carry on their mining 
operations unseen and unsuspected ; and she 
declared that if this secret staircase to the 
upper rooms had been built after those rooms 
were added to the main structure (as seemed 
probable) the new walls of the partition shut- 
ting it off from the rest of the building were 
not likely to be so very strong. It was plain 
that the wall in Corona’s room could not have 
been the one altered to admit the passage of a 
stairway, so that the only other alternative 
was that the needful encroachment had been 
made upon the dark cupboard. 

A simular construction in the floor above 
showed the sisters that the staircase, if stair- 
case it was, ran right up to the blocked up 
attic rooms; below were Mr. Vansittart’s 
library and study, and the girls had no oppor. 
tunity of discovering what the construction of 
these might be. * 

Maidie’s surmises as ro the fragility of the 
wali of partition were amply verified as the 
exciting labor progressed. 

Very cautiously the sisters had to set to 
work, for they dared not move hand or foot 
till they had absolute proof that Mr. Vansittart 
and his sister were either out of the house or 
so occupied that it would be practically im- 
possible that they should surprise their secret 
labors. Indeed, in the first instance the work 
was done at dead of night, and that only when 
it was certain that brother and sister were 
locked in their respective rooms. Corona had 
oi'ed the locks of both doors previously. and 
was able to try them and find them secure be- 
f-re she attempted to commence operations. 

When that point had been safely settled, the 
two sisters shut themselves into the dark 
closet. and began their self appointed task, 
almost too eager and excited to feel the fear 
they would have expected at thus taking open 
steps to defeat the will of the enemy. 

They were not entirely without implements, 
though what they h were of a somewhat 
nondescript class. Maidie had found and con- 
veyed to the house from the tool shed in the 
garden, an old pick axe, a saw and a coal ham- 
mer. Corona had contrived to purchase un- 
seen at the ironmonger’s, an iron chisel and a 
large knife; and thus provided the two girls 
set to work in cautious silence, but with right 
good will. 

The first obstacle in their path was only a 
barrier of lath and plaster, which quickly 
yielded to their efforts, though they used great 
care in removing it, as they wished, if possible, 
to restore something of its outward semblance 
on the remote chance that some errand should 
ever bring Miss Vansittart into the dark cup- 
board. ) 

They only removed a small portion, just 
enough in fact to admit of their passing 
through, if a hole should ever be made; and 
after this portion had been cut away or torn 
down, they reached a solid brick wall, which 
lovked strong enough and firm enough to fill 
them with dismay. 

But it was no mere idle curio-ity which had 
prompted the sisters to undertake this task. 
They felt that success was life or death to 
them ; and instead of admitting that there was 
any discouragement in this discovery. Corona 
merely said, *‘ As le xpected,” and set to work 
to see if by any means the bricks could be 
loosened, 

At first it was disheartening work. With 
chisel and the pointed end of the coal hammer 
the sisters set to work to pick away the mortar 
that bound the bricks together ; and very Jong 
did it seem before any impression was pro- | 
duced. But at length it became visible that 
they were making an impression. The brick 

showed signs of growing loose. They redoubled 
their efforts on finding this out, and at last had | 


the satisfaction of lifting it bodily out of its | panion. 


ylace, and feeling that a breach had indeed | 
Seon made. 

Another joy was in store, in the discovery 
that there was only one layer of bricks to deal | 
with. 
most likely a lath and plaster wall such as the 
one they had just encountered. How to deal 
with that,soas to avoid detection, must be 
puzzled out another time. The task in hand 
was to get as many bricks loose as possible, 
and before the tired girls sought their beds 
that right, afull dozen had been taken out 
and piled together in an empty box. The 
laths were thea put back in such a way that a | 
casual glace at the wall would not be |: Kely to 
detect anything unusual, and Corona and 
Maidie retired to rest to dream of interminable 


| ona, 


| heart was beating so loud and fast that she 


you knew al], you would see that I am only 
thinking of your own good—yours and that of 
another, whcm I know you would save from a 
On the other side came plaster agair, | hideous fate if you knew that it threatened 
him, and that you could save him from it,” 


and Corona felt her heart bound and then al. 
most stand still, 


| is impossible you should; but if you would 
save someone you love from a terrible fate, 
and ,ourself from one almost as bad, you will 
act differently, from what you have been doing, 
and make a sacrifice of your own will to neces- 
sity.” 


RESERVED. 


ment ascend the masked staircase: and if he 
once heard a suspicious sound, he wou!d leave 
no stone unturned till he had discovered the 
cause. 

Detec'ion would be inevitable, and Corona 
felt that such detection would be more bitter 
than death itself. 


Still, slowly as the work proceeded to the | 


impa'ience of the girls, it did progress, and 
that steadily, and at last a hole was made in 
the brickwork sufficiently large for their pur- 
pose, and only the lath and plaster on the 
other side remained to be dealt with. 

How they longed to know exactly what lay 
upon the other side, and what risk they ran of 
detection in piercing through it! But it was 
impossible to ascertain this save by cautious 
experiment. They dared not take Drake into 
any confidence, for it was impossibie to elicit 
avy real information from him, or to know 
how far bis good-will to the upstairs prisoner 
extended. He had been so long the slave and 
tool of a wicked master, that they could not 
feel it safe to trust him in a matter where such 
urgent secrecy was required. Besides he 
might not be able to explain to them what 
they desired to know, even if they could make 
him understand their wishes. 

When the crucial moment came, therefore, 
the girls proceeded with the utmost caution. 
First they picked off, piece by piece. all the 
plaster from the inside, and, having done this, 
found not !aths but match-boarding, as the 
outer layer of all. This was more difficuit to 
deal with at the outset, but might be better for 
their ultimate purpose. 

The sharp knife was forced in between the 
joints and passed up and down till three planks 
had been, as it were, loosened from the others ; 
and then came-the really severe labor of cut- 
ting them through, top and bottom. 

Corona ruled a straight line to work by, and, 
standing on a chair, passed her knife forward 
and backwards, backwards and forward, with 
untiring zeal and industry, till first a groove 
appeared, and then a deep incision, and gradu- 
ally a way was worked right through the wood 
(which was, luckily, only dea’), and Maidie. 
from below, followed her sister’s example, till 
they could feel that the planks were loose, and 
only needed a very little more before yielding 
altogether. 

Of course it took many nights to reach this 
point, but reached at last it was; and the 
sisters felt that now, when the right moment 
came and they could really venture to prose- 
cute their inquiry to the uttermost, they had 
only to remove the thin planks and replace 
them afterwards with care, and the freedom of 
the masked staircase was theirs! 

All these days they had been conscious that 
there was an uncoufortable feeling in the 
house. Mr. Vansittart, with all his hardness, 
looked as if he were overburdened with sus- 
picion and irritated misgiving. He watched 
the girls, and even his own sister, with a 
narrowness that was absolutely repulsive ; and 
the only person he did not appear to distrust 
was the deaf mute, who was hardly regarded 
as a sentient being, but looked upon as a mere 
tool incapable of independent thought or 
action. 

Corona could not divine the cause for this 
change, unless the consciousness of his guilt 
awoke all these new suspicious fears. It was 
strange to see his fiery eyes fixed upon his 
sister asif he could have struck her dead it 
hatred couid have killed. Corona was filled 
with wonder at the sight, and felt less anti- 
pathy to Miss Vansittart in cons: quence, 

The hostess had always seemed more like an 
upper servant than the mistress of the house. 
At meals she seldom spoke a word; and dur- 
ing the day she employed herself about domes- 
tic duties, and though she kept a pretty close 
watch upon the movements of the sisters, she 
often hardly exchanged a word with them 
from one week’s end to the other. She nad 
none of the polish or conversational powers of 
her brother. It seemed as if living all her life 
in that dismal house had stuntea her mind and 
dwarfed her faculties. Ali that she seemed 
capable of wasa dog-like, unquestioning at- 
tachment to her brother, who for his part 
seemed to take no heed to her whatever. 


Little as Corona liked Miss Vansittart, she 
began at least to feel a little compassion for her 
at this time; and soon a new element was 
added to her feelings—an element of pure 
astunishment ; for the grim spinster at last 
came out in a new light, and actually sought 
speech of Corona. 

It was at dusk one day she sought their room 
—upon the very day when their labors were 
ended, and they felt that the secret would 
shortly be theirs. It was a Saturday evening, 
and they had said to each other that if Mr. 
and Miss Vansittart went to morning service 
next day together as usual, leaving them at 
home, they would take that opportunity of 
finding out exactly what presence it was that 
haunted those upper rooms. 

Her appearance in their room, and the noise- 
less way in which she closed the door and crossed 
over towards them, caused both their thoughts 
to sink with fear. 

Could it be possible that those prying eyes 
had discovered their secret despite their efforts 
te conceal it? Maidie nearly choked herself in 
her effort to restrain her trembling anxiety, 
and Corona’s face was pale as marble as she 
turned it towards the intruder. 

**Miss St. Cyr,” said Miss Vansittart, who 
seldom addressed the girls by their Christian 
names, ‘“‘I have come to counsel and to warn 
you—and that for your own good. Believe me 
it is for your own good.” 

The woman spoke in a whisper, and very 
earnestly. Her face looked more human than 
usual, but it was impossible to read its ex- 
pression, 

‘*T am much obliged to you,” answered Cor- 
‘Will you sit down and explain yourself, 
I do not under-tand your meaning.” Yet her 
thought (he sound must be audible to her com- 


‘**I know you will not Jike what I say ; but if 


Here Maidie nipped her sister’s hand hard, 


* You will not understand what I mean. It 


** What must I do?” asked Corona, so gently, 





















brick walls, and of finding Cedric on the other | that Miss Vansittart was encouraged to be- 
aide. | lieve her spirit more subdued than she had ex- 
During the days that followed every spare | pected. 
moment that could be safely employed thus, “In the first place, you must renounce ali 
was given over to widening the breach to di-| hope of marrying that young man, Cedric 
mensions sufficient to allow the passage of a | Musgrave, to whom you rashly engaged your- 
human figure. It was slow work, for the | self without my brother’sconsent. You might 
masonry was stout ; but time and patience and | just as well do this peaceably, as you will 
resolution won the day, and the object would | never, never see him again; and even if he 
have been much more quickly achieved had it | did return, he would be seized by the authori- 
not been that they had to be very careful how | ties and hanged. It is absurd to pretend you 
they prosecuted their work. can consider yourself engaged to one who isa 
By day they hardly dared to doa stroke of | felon and acriminal of the deepest dye. And 
work, save at the rare times when Mr. Vansit- | if you would but renounce him, absolutely and 
tart was out and bis sister engaged in cooking | irrevocably, and that in writing—ah ! you do 
or in domestic duties that would be certain to | not know what misery you would save! 
prevent her from paying a visit to the captive Corona pressed her hands together. It was 
uostairs, When he was in the house they | sone time before she answered, 
had no security that he might not at any mo- * You would do so, indeed, Miss St. Cyr, if 








irate a fet ree 





you knew all that I do.” ’ 

With a great «ffort the girl commanded her- 
self, and spcke quietly. 

** 1 will think about it, Miss Vansittart,” she 
seid. ** Of course, it is a difficult thing to do; 
but I will consider your words, though, of 
course, I do not fully understand them, Will 
it do if I give you an answer in a fortnight’s 
time?” 

“I will try to get that respite—I mean—I. 
Yes, you had better think it over. I will talk 
to my brother. Itrust you will be guided by 
his wishes, He feels very much about it, and 
he generally gains his point in the end, and it 
is so much better to give way at first.” 

Corona shivered lightly. 

*“ You said I was to give up Cedric ‘in the 
first place.’ Is there anything to be done after- 
wards?” 

Miss Vansittart seemed to hesitate, and then 
she drew quite close to Corona aud spoke al- 
most in a whisper. 

* Did Isay so? I think it slipped out un- 
awares ; but, my dear, I think you must know 
how Andrew loves you. When you have once 
made up your mind to give up your boy-lover, 
you will soon come to value the deeper affec- 
tions of an older man. If you will but promise 


to be Andrew's wife, you will find that all your. 


troubles are at an end.” 

Miss Vansittart glided away, leaving Corona 
ana Maidie gazing into each other’s eyes in a 
kind of speechless horror, 


CHAPTER XXIX, 
FOUND AT LAST, 


Sunday morning dawned fair and clear. 
Corona had hardly slept all night, partly from 
the excitement of the wild hope of seeing 
Cedric once more—for they were more and 
more certain that it was he who was im- 
prisoned in those upstairs at ics—partly from 
the sense of horror and dread inspired by Miss 
Vansittart’s words of the previous evening. 

She could only put one interpretation upon 
them—that Cedric’s life wouid be the forfeit 
of her obstinacy and his own. She saw more 
clearly the motive which actuated her guardian 
in his resolve to separate them. He himself 
intended to win her and her fortune for him- 
self, . 

No doubt he was urging upon Cedric some 
written renunciation to show her, such as his 
sister bad suggested she should herself furnish. 
The penalty of refusal might be anything he 
chose to inflict. Her lover was absolutely at 
the mercy of a man in whom not one spark of 
human feeling seemed to dwell. 

It was terrible to think what might be the 
result of this irresponsible power in such 
hands; yet the danger that menaced Cedric 
from without was in its way almost equally 
dreadful, 

She might be able by the «exercise of courage 
and ingenuity to contrive to give his friends 
warning of where he was, but if that should be 
the means of bringing him to the gallows 
would she ever know a moment’s peace again ? 
Might she not always feel that if she had but 
watched and waited, and met plot by plot, and 
cunning by cunning, she might even effect her 
lover's liberation without handing him over 
into the clutches of the law. 

So no sleep visited Corona that night as she 
turned and tossed upon her pillows, torn in 
twain by conflicting doubts and fears; and it 
was no wonder that she looked pale and heavy- 
eyed in the morning, and that it was decided 
that she ought not to go to church, 

Corona submitted languidly, showing no 
symptom of interest in the discussion as to 
whether both Mr, and Miss Vansittart should 
go. They decided at length to do sro. 
They had always been tolerably regular at 
the morning service of late, and soon atter 
half-past ten Maidie and Corona, standing at 
the passage window saw them sally forth to- 
gether, and nipped each other by the hand. 

Drake was dozing in his dark pantry. He had 

| come for the sick man’s food before the sisters 
went down to breakfast, and looked as if he 
meant to have a comfortable nap in his mast- 
er’s absence. The poor fellow was always hard 
worked at the best of times, and Sunday morn- 
ing was his only period of peace. 

“*Now !” whispered Maidie, with a bound of 
wild excitement. ‘‘ We are safe for two whole 
hours! Now let us find Cedric.” 


Without a moment’s delay the two sisters 
=— upstairs and to the scene of their past 
abors. The planks were thoroughly cut 
through, and five minutes’ work with a sharp 
knife finished the business. One by one they 
were lifted out, and an opening thus made to 
a dark space beyond ; and gazing through the 
girls saw that they had not been mistaken. 
There was a narrow wooden staircase behind 
on to which they could step without difficulty. 
It was ve.y dark, but Maidie brought a candle, 
and Corona replaced the planks in position 
with the utmost care. When done it was al- 
most impossible to detect the traces of the 
tools. It was barely possible that the keenest 
eye should discover that the boards had ever 
been moved, 

The girls heaved a sigh of relief, This 
anxiety at an end, their intense excitement at 
the next scene in the drama almost robbed 
them of the power of speech. In trembling 
silence they mounted the dark stairs, till they 
found their way barred by a trap door heavily 
bolted on the inside, 

The bolts were easily drawn back ; but even 
as the girls performed that task Corona re- 
alized with a shudder that if only a strong pad- 
lock were to be used, no one but the holder of 
the key could reach the solitary captive. If 
the gaoler’s suspicions were once aroused, how 
easy it would be to cut off all possible com- 
munication with his prisoner. 

The trap door was heavy to raise; but it 
yielded to their united efforts, and when it 
was opened a stream of sunshine poured in. 
They mounted the few remaining steps and 
found themselves upon a lead walk about 
three yards wide, bounded on one side by 
aseven foot brick parapet, and on the other 
rf some attic rooms with dormer windows. 
Close to the trap was a door which stood half 
open, and admitted them to this upper storey. 

Not a sound was to be heard as they crept in, 
& great awe stealing over them as the thought 
of possible horrors suggested itself. But some 
poor prisoner was secre‘ed here ; of that they 
were certain, and they would find him or 

erish in the attempt. The first room they 
ooked into was empty. Timidly they opened 
another door—and then— 

**Corona!” 

“Cedric!” 

“Oh, my love, my darling; how came you 
here? Corona! Corona! say it is not all a 
dream |” 

For the first ten minutes nothing was 
thought of but the intense joy of this reunion. 
Her arms were about his neck. Her head lay 
upon his shoulder. She heard the passionate 
whispers of that loved voice, and for a few 
brief moments nothing could be thought of but 
the exquisite bliss of love. 

Maidie slipped away and busied herself no 
one knew how. Clever littiechild! She knew 
the lovers did not need her, and a new idea 
had come into her inventive brain. 

But when the first few rapturous minutes 
had passed Corona lifted her head from its 
resting place, and looked anxiously into her 
lover's face. 

** Cedric, you are ill!” 

“TI should not beif I were allowed to get 
better ; but, Corona, tell me first, is it safe for 
ou to be here? Where is Vansittart? and 
ow did you get here?” 

She toid her tale rapidly, eager to hear more 
of himself; he pressed her hand in loving 
gratitude as he heard of the efforts made for 
his rescue. When he knew that for two hours 
they were safe, he grew more cc mposed, and 
told his story of the events of the night of his 
capture, so far as he could, 

“Ghot!” Coruna’s eyes were wide with 
horror. “ ~ Cedric, who did it! And who 
has neen tending you since ?” 

** Vansittart. e is my surgeon. If he 
would have let me alone, I believe I should 
have been well before now ; but he takes care 
of that. 






















































Every time he dresses it, it gives me‘ 


hours of pain. I cannot see what he does. I 
believe he is trying to poison it sluwly. If I 
had not such a tough constitution, he would 
bave been more successful |” 

‘On, Cedric!” Corona’s eyes were full of 
hor ror. 

** He is bent on wringing from me a confes- 
sion of guilt, and a letter that shall at once be 
a renunciation of you, Corona, and one which 
will effectually kill your love for me, Sume- 
times he leaves me without fcod, more often 
without water, for his curgery always leaves 
me intolerably thirsty. If it were not for his 
good servant, I syppose I should have been 
dead before this, but the man outwits his 
master, and I am seldom left long without 
relief. He—Vansittart—is awfully puzzled. 
He thinks I manage to get cut of bed and get 
at snow or rain water fro~ the leads, as I have 
done once or twice, for he cannot reduce me as 
much as he tries, | hanks to Lis servant, whom 
luckily he does not suspect. But he may do so 
any day, Corona—and then——” 

She laid ker hard upon his lips and shud- 
dered. 

‘“*Hush, Cedric, I cannot bear it. Besides 
you will not be dependent upon Drake—Maidie 
and I willcome. We have all this time been 
making you your soup and jelly—now we wiil 
bring it, as well.” 

His eyes lizhsed at the words. 

“If I.had only known, Yes, Corona,” he 
lifted her hand to his lips, 

** And now, Cedric, lam going to dress your 
woun’, I know howto. I have not lived ina 
couvent for nothing. You shall he p me, too, 
and we will see if between us we cannot outwit 
that monster, And,oh! Cedric. if you willrun 
oe risk, I will let people know where you are. 

nt——” 

I know,” he said, sadly, ‘I know what you 
wouid say. Corona, if I could die here, with 
your dear a: ms about me, I wc uld sooner do so 
than hear Mervyn stand up to witness against 
me, and bring disgrace upon my house by the 
charges of which I am innocent in God's sight, 
but which I may never be able to disprove. If 
Mervyn were on my side—if he would stand 
and work with me, I could face all the world. 
But I feel that with his testimony against me 
my hands are tied.” 

Corona knew not what to counsel, 
way things looked equally dark. 

* Your imprisonment here—would not that 
go far to prove your innocence?” 

‘I cannot tell. Vansittart has such diabolic 
cunning. I believe we should find he hada 
plausible story ready. He tells me to my face 
that he brought me here—I know not how— 
for my own sake and yours, He might suff r 
possibly as an accomplice, but never as the 
real criminal.” 

‘* And was he the murderer ?” 

The question was a whisper; it was met by 
a sign of assent. 

**T have no proofs ; but I am convinced of i+. 
He wanted Mervyn and me both out of his wey. 
It is no thanks to him that Mervyn is Jisivy 
yet. Ishould not be alive were it not that he 
thinks he may yet get from me what he has set 
h’s heart upon.” 

**And can nothing be done to bring that 
dreadful man to justice?” and Corona’s hands 
were wrung together in mute distress, 

** That is what I lie and ask myself; but Iam 


Either 


off. But to see your sweet face gives me new 
life. Oh, Corona, for your sake I must try to 
clear myself.” 

“*Anh, Cedric, do! I will work night and day 
for that object. My love—my love!’ 

‘“*Sweet, I know it ; and have not you shown 
already of what you are capable? Corona, do 
you ever see Mervyn and Patricia, or even 

eith? Could oy get speech of them ? 

“It is like this, Cedric. We never are al- 
lowed out anywhere, and nobody comes near 
us. I could not go and come on such ar errand 
without betraying something ana revealing a 
good deal. But were a crisis to come, were 
toings ripe for a great effort, I could and would 
defy rte and fly to them with my tale. 
Only if I had once done that, it is hardly likely 
I could wear the mask again. Oh, why do they 
leave us quite alone? Why does nobody come 
to help us? We are so helpless, and that 
wicked, wicked man has all the power.” 

‘**They do not know, Corona, Naturally they 
think I am hiding away in my guilt. Ah, Mer- 
vyn—you to think it too! Yet, there is reason. 
Were we not actually fighting together when 
you lost consciousness of outward things?” 


Corona meantime had despatched Maidie for 
warm water and various things she needed, 
and set to work todress the wound hitherto 
left to Vansittart’s care, in a fashion very 
different from anything the patient had ex- 
pertenced at his hands, She was horrified at 
its appearance, angry, inflamed, and entirely 
neglected. It was wonderful what a thorough 
cleansing effected, and what relief it brought: 
and the girl’s indignation was great when she 
saw what dressing was being used. 


‘“Why it is a regular irritant. No wonder 
you have so much pain! But, Cedric, we will 
outwit him between us. See, here, you can 
sponge it for yourself, and so he need not 
suspect that any hand but yours has been at 
work ; and as for the dressing, I will put a 
little coloring matter to miuxe that shall make 
it look like his; and I will give you a rag 
spread with it to keep under your pillow. So 
as soon as he has gone, all you have to do is to 
loosen the bandage, take away what he has 
pat, and sponge before using my dressing. 

hen you will get better in spite of him; and 
if zoe only do not let this appear too much but 
talk in a low voice and appear to be getting 
weaker, he will probably be satisfied and sus- 
pect nothing. And then——” 

** Well, what then, Corona?” 

“T was going to «ay re should lock him 
upin his own rooms one day, when you were 
strong enough to try conclusions with him. 
Only that if you do escape—-Oh, Cedric, is there 
no way out of it?” 

His eyes hada gleam of fire in them as he 
heard her wo: ds, 

“Ic might be one plan—only I am a good 
way yet from winning a battle of force. He is 
very wiry and strong--much more so than he 
looks, or he and his man could not have car- 
ried me up here. Corona you must think, and 
I must think, = darling, you give me life 
and hope and health. Can you come again? 
Say that youcan! I shall live only for your 
visits now.” 

A little discussion showed them that night 
oran hour when both the Vansittarts were 
out was the only really safe time. Greatly as 
he neglected his captive, with a view of reduc- 
ing him to submission, his suspicious fears 
brought him up many times during theday, 
though he never came after midnight. Mies 
Vansittart would occasionally come up too 
generally, as it seemed, to make sure that all 
was safe, or that the patient was not left too 
long without nourishment, She hardly ever 
spoke, but he fancied her less harsh than her 
brother, as she sometimes brought him food, 
and always seemed afraid of being caught in 
the act. 

Corona whispered then to her lover the 
ghastly warninp even her the previous night; 
and Cedric hel er closely in his arms as if 
afraid that harm might come to her. 

But Corona's fears were all for him ; and now 
that they had seen each other both were brave 
and strong in face of peril, 

Maidie came running in presently with face 
all alight. She explained that by the aid of a 
ladder found in one of the empty rooms, she 
had mounted tothe top of the parapet, and 
had passed over one of the stout ivy branches 
that reached up to the top of the wall a piece 
of fine, stout whipcord, which descended tothe 
window of their room in the storey but one 
below. She had been down again, and knotted 
the ends together round another branch, so 
that it acted like a blind cord, and could be 
pulled up or down, a: d anything like a letter 
or small package could be pas' up to Cedric, 
if he only had strength to get vut as far as the 
leads and mount a chair or something, and 
stretch his hand over the parapet. The cord 
was quite encircled by the ivy; and at night 


helpless, and you, my darling, not much better 
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almost anything not very heavy might be 
passed up in this way 

Corona clasped aidie in her arms, end 
Cedric held out his hand, eyes alight with 
gra'itude, 

“Then I can always hear of you my darling; 
and I need not fear being left to die of thirst, 
which has, I confess it now, been one cf my 
horrors, We have established a priva’e postal 
system ofour own, If only we could obtain 
one with the great woild without. If only 
Mervyn could know ali!” 


(To be Continued. ) 
OC or 
The Wabash Line 


Is the shortest and quickest route from Can- 
ada to Chicago, St. Louis, Kansas City, Cali- 
fornia, Mexico and all points west aud south, 
the only line running free reclining chair cars 
from Detroit to St. Louis and Kansas City. 
The Wabash runs the finest aleeping and chair 
cars in the world. Ask ycur nearest ticket 
agent for tickets via this route. J. A. Richaid- 
son, Canadian Passenger Agent, 28 Adelaide 
street east. 
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Magazine Manuscrirt. 


Two copies of every article that is accepted 
by the editors are kept by the great me ge zine 
publishers. When a manuscripi is acceuted it 
is at once copied out in type writing, and after 
that one copy can be sent to the artist whois 
to illustrate it, or tothe printer who is to set 
it up, without the risk of such alors as will 
compel the author tc rewrite it and the pub- 
lisher to pay twice for it. 
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' clothes sweet, ‘sno cwhite, never |/} 
} yellow. Flannels notte shrink cotton [i] 
rot, norhands chap, but soft and white. |{} 


i}, Use the * Surprise " wa . No boiling |} 
or scalding. markabve! Try it! 
Reap THE DIRECTIONS ONTHE WEAPPER. 


pisses Soap 








THE CANADA SUSAR REFINING CO, 


MONTREAL “> 


Paris Lumps 






We are now putting up, for family 
use, the finest quality of PURE LOAF 
SUGAR, in neat paper hoxes. = 

For sa'e by all Groce:s. Price SOc. 





CURE 


Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles incf- 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their 10s 

kable success has been shown in c’ ring 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carrer’s Littie Liver PiLis 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of <he stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate *he bowels 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint; 
but fortunately their goodness = not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
they will not be willing to do without them. 
But after all sick head 


ACHE 


fs the bane of so many lives that here fs where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not, 

Carter's Lirr.e Liver Piiis are very smal} 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 
pee all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 

ive for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by 


CARTER MEDICINE C0., Now York. 


Amal] Fil, Small Dove, Small Pre 


“The Unkindest Cut of All” 


ENCORE DYES 


onty 5 cents 
A PACKAGE, 


The Best Dyes in the World 


FOR HOME DYEING 


Tqnal to any remege Dye for bright and fast colors. 
to J. 8. ROBERTSON & CO., 
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south low ; bu; Wallace keps dropping a little of the | porsiieht form ready, and Wallace gatheriug | her way to the Midiand ee ee eee hot-headness generally, 3. ‘You ahead ctlousy and 
ir cars liquid iato her mouth, until the action of the nd I eh ‘orm in his arms, carried her down, | the train for GI! lan ene station totake | Yaxk+s —You unreasonable mortal! [have laughed at, | t©, Speak with anv’ one on. ae ee 
Cit throat told him that it was passsing down, | 270,,2l¢ der upon some pillows in the carriage. | buried at Mentor Sore he body that was | apologiz-d to, and lost patience wit» the peopie whoa-k | 20¢ with a man. If he wishes to’ we with 
} City. and. at the end of half an hour, it became evi- He then went back and locked Mrs. Mencke's irk” entone was that of a poor peasant | for replies “in next iseue,” and from this time on I am you, he will turn and accompany y ° talk with 
1 chair ; i door, leaving word with the family bel h ~ roi »g to be sarcastic and ask them embarrassing questi mente, It isan act of disrespect for's tan’ te’ viens 
a dent that the nourishment was taking effect . e family below that And then W . juestions. of disrespect for a man to sto 
ticket * *| she would find her key at th + pol en Wallace proceeded to relate Violet’s | N ¥» my dear Yankee, Ihave in the drawer sacred to | Woman on the street for conversati By hin 
chaid- ae was stronger and her breathing | station, Then he handed ces tee kee history from the time of her flight from the See ee ee eee ee ee meet and wish to talk toxether they should walk along nea 
; ral. ° , otel up to : ath are breathing forth an unheeded prayer for an answer ‘i not attract attention by blocki a: 
elaide - S-ill consciousness did not return and there i — her address, saying that he | days aeinin time of his fiading her two | your next issue.” They are all placed in the drawer ac. | 20 not want me to qusee your tee.” It ao Piped ead 
was a terrible teac in every heart that she ould see her again in a few days. Lord Camer li cording to the date of their arriva!, but they cannot all be sently be over-whelme? with guessing requests 5. Your 
Sunil canes aon, After this the newly united husband and | seemed ; on listened amaz:d. The story | answered right away quick. Now, of course, | am preach- writing displays a good deal of energy and headet vill, 
The offic a wife were driven directly to Mr. Lawrence’s ed too strange, too unreasonable to be | ing 4t you, but I mean others to take the sermon to heart | CD8iderable vanity, some ambition, muh eed 
e officer came and touched Wallace gentl ; ce’s | true; but told ’ d ene ane 
Y | reside Fifth ;. but told in detail as it was, h ~ | as well. Your writing incicates some generosity and apt- | Perseverance. You are resol i 
cepted on the shoulder after a time. That c vi : Poon pelled to believe ir aa a hae any calling requiring energy and self-reliance put mend that last characteristic a idles If no role 
m sine id, rieeke tt Taq on anoere 7 et he | learned that Violet waste aconbe’ Hare ath The strong man was deeply moved also by | 7" careless, {am afraid, as well as very sesstive. nee ~ aed lar st flering to those about—thore hom you 
said, a look o a uiry n his eyes, for va ace . ? neat the memories it iv , . A Puzziep Maip —Probably y fath is in th i ove, and bring remorse to you. W ll y vri ai 
‘ted it nail ae . his roof, while it would be difficul es it revived, for he had truly loved LLU. ID robably your father is in the right | whenever y te y i you write again, 
presented her asa friend of Mr. Lawr- ’ e cult to depict | the beauti i y © Bat sur jy he will let you do a little as older gi:ls do—ihat or ee ee. 
) alter ence, but a stranger to him. his amazement upon learning that Wallace | her sup oe ataaty a mourned | is if all things else are as they should be. ‘How can you 
whois “Oh! I never suspected—buc she is—my was the husband of his fair protegee. His wonder was A ° tell what [ «m like youask me? Why every letter tells I ERNE 
to set wife,” the young man returned with white doce’ had insisted that Violet should go feeling of profound | sti id Seren the “Gok | thes ie Inking, speak OF various chemmmtetietion ‘Bete te 
s will lips. rectly to bed upon her arrival home, and, pe Sth gratitude that she had | that is lacking, speaks of various characteristics. Eacn B e EC H A M 'S P| ee 
» pub- p ; after she had partaken of a nourishi ii scaped the terrible fate which every one sup- | “pe; dash, curve, stroke and point reveals something, Ss 
The man’s face was very sympathetic, but he repast hich M shing little | posea had overtaken her D- | and it I were toteli you all about it, you would have (THE GREAT ENGLIBH REMEDY 
was anxious to make his prisoner secure. h past, whic rs. Davis prepared with He sincerely rejoiced al enough study matter for a month, and then would need , 
— “You can leave ber for a couple of minutes,” | 2°° Own hands, she fell into a refreshing | whom he regarded al tie tee Hane aCes | some experie.ce 2. Complimen's are poor things at best. Cure BILIOJS and 
he said ; ‘let the woman tend her while you slumber, which lasted far into the evening. dear Soaekas aenenl almost in the light of a | An honest criticism is better for you and better for the Ner IL 
on ne dawn with me inane this follow should | Luring this time Wallace conversed wit) | his life would not i once more be happy—that | speaker. Churchill says that it is “light coin”—and re vous ILLS 
try to make me on trouble. I want to get Mr. Lawrence, and read Violet's letter, which istence ae h - oa e broken, hopeless ex- speaks of the ‘tinsel clink of compliment.” I am glad For Sale by All Druggists 
him under lock and key; then I'll send the had come to light after his departure in the | forth lead oe eee ee ee ee ato cones tele youed leet thie oo! staal coos 
carriage back for you.” of Wiles gy through this learned the reason | He believed too, that he could look touching faith in my good. nature should, ‘think. be oem . ms 
Wallace bent @ searching look upon th elm Mencke’s abduction of ber, and | fy i. Ook upon his responsible fora healthy sprout thereon Why yes, wr te 
z Di e| th ture happiness with Violet sal 
woman. t ecinnas object of Mrs. Mencke’s journey | as friendly a spirit, as if she had be ay. And in | cain, 1 chall be glad te help yoo—it I can sad may. INViGURATING 
Her tance wae full. of svainathy, hee eves o Cincinnati, i ’ wae en a cher- Miss Nos»py —Thank you for your kind wishes, 1. I ' 
y y, y Wh V Shed sister, instead of the woma h ‘ ‘ 
rested upon Violet with a os ef intense en iolet awoke he questioned her had h ’ d mn whom he | could not advise you regarding the best fisting for the LAVENDER 
anxiety, and he believed she could be tracted further about the matter, when he compre- 7 once hoped to marry. stage. You would do better to ask some trustworthy mem- 
-** What are you here for?” he asked * | hended more clearly the plot against her. tried to analyse his 0 me ieath eles the ohaeat paotegs - Pa eter t hie newer or, if 4-4 SALTS 
*“*He hired me to take care of her,” she nt the next morning he telegraphed to | that had come. over him of tes, ona be oie came name I shall remember that 1 prom'sed to do it, “3. 
replied, indicating Whilhelm Mencke’ by a | Balph Middleton the message to stop all pro- | sure that the affection which he had conceived | AS* Your mother’s advice about the gilt. You may I sure ee 
gesture. ceedings regarding the Huntington fortune, | for the beautiful girl, whom he had recent en eS tee alee Somme tae ame Oar renders, whe ave in the 
“* Wnat was his object in keeping her here?” and then wrote immediately, relating the | chosen to be his wife wasas 4 d Y | question of chaperon, J cannot answer. No social laws are habit of purchasing that deli- 
“TI don’t know, sir; I was only to cook her | mantic story of Viclet’s adventures, and | and tender—if it had ‘not tite “the ord rote ioe tent = ise Vce onean A Yom maken . on | oain a Oho we 
meals and wait upon her. Let me feed her,” | Promising to bring her to Cincinnati to claim | first passion in it—as that which he had once generous nature are, I thik, the most adinirable traite in || LoSNVICQRARING | ory Co. " heutd yroome sae 6 
she added, holding out her hand for the glass. her iaheritance as soon as she was able | bestowed upon Violet. your character. 6 No, donot correspond with him. From || \GAVENDERSAITS ; bette of their Sr ievigomtine 
od Can [ trust you? You haven't been giving | *® travel. “Wallace, I was never so grateful for any- | W2at Jou have seid I could not advise you cade whoare | | Seaie “Lavender Sults.” By leaving 
her anything to make her like this?” Wallace Her recent trying experience had told fear- thing in my lifeas I am for this wondestat —— know what to say about tne two friends who are Perey ‘=, the stopper out for a few mo- 
pb eng Seen, a new and terrible fear —_s fo her, —— — "en obiiged to keep | news,” he said, earnestly, when the young oe lameek aalee ame pee tor toa ie waa oo o a en 
; ng possession of him cd for several days. e could not even | husband concluded his story. ‘'I - | You see have laid If open to critici id if emer ese diy aiun ants 
7 “Oh, no, sir,” and the woman recoiled with | S¢¢ Mr. Lawrence, although she would have | ally thankful for the perservation ‘of Violet's you care ioe Banker foo, ke wil not likely lems 9on Se ae a by aa 
; a look of horror on her face that reassured him. been glad to go to him, and she was shocked | life, and I rejoice, with all my heart, with you, | 2% thinking his friend is more in your thoughts, Be | | crown P a ee aera cal 
I wouldn't, harm a hair of her head—indeed, | When she learned of his injuries and narrow | in the great happiness that will Gemaenenths he | cee one Terr Gari, Se one passes cae over Geaniee cal nak Cease mune ac owe eee 
ou may trust me—I will warm the milk, and escape from death. yours and hers. quite draw out another's plan of action for unseen ciroum- om = . VenYvaaee above. 
Ft pea diene i - Bee mats mood. I only Bg — yo the eee of ——oe Wallace turned and looked gravely into his Son ai tani comely oa sonal canter, "Sear oan. ane ——— 
wis ad thought of the brandy before.” e two sick rooms, but it was a | triend’seyes. ing sh flipp sney, iutuitiv seption, f . 
Wallace yielded his post to her, and preceded pleasant task, and one in which he took Lord Caaseron met his glance, frankly and of seas, pleasure and luxury, 8 determined but not ponationl LABATT’S NEW BRAND 
the officer and his prisoner down stairs, where Eads dsor toi I j smuilingly. , 
ev found the carriage waiting. ear fellow, I never can exoress my joy ** Do not fear,” he said; “there i ; ae aT ec . i 
a “Wilhelm Mencke was inclined to resist get- in the knowledge that you are Violet's hus- | this for me—that is all hou mae > tale T COBS | E Al [- 
ting into ir, but another twist at the nippers — Mr. Lawrence remarked, the day afier | with the woman whom I truly love—whom ™ O 
8 convinced him that it would be unwise for him | *¢ wonderful reunion. “ Yours is the most | every day I am growing to reverence and a WY We hav h 
to exhibit much of his stubborn spirit, and he are story, out of a novel, that I ever | admire more and more—wili be all the happier las LABATTS oo. Boor Ga ee fupply of 
; stepped into the vehicle, followed by his cus- new of ; and now that she has come back to | for knowing that your life will be perfected in TRADE SAW MARK which we cffer to the public and the trade a verpalees 
: todian, and was driven away, while Wallace | ™° a must make this your home also. this union, which I believe was ordained in pr’ces. 
: returned to his charge upstair-. mere certainly rey kind, Mr. Law- heaven.” EIS tig e This special brand is very old and of extra fine quality 
: Sne is really coming around, sir,” was eer; allace began, flushing ; “* but—— The two friends clasped hands, while each SES brewed from best malt. E iglish and Bavarian hops used 
Sarah's greeting, as he entered the room. nere—there, don tlet us have any ‘buts’ | felt assured that the bond of friendship be- ~ THE GREAT n every brew, and is equal, if not superior, to any im- 
As Wallace bent down to smooth the tangled | 2OF 4By objections,” said Mr, Lawrence, inter- | tween them was stronger than it had ever EDYrs A GOTCER Sen. Fises TOUT AUD Gene Caty SES aval Se 
hair from Violet’s brow, her white lids slowly at him, Phe na iy ee = intents = pur- | been before, and when that cordial grasp re- annette ea Se ton that every bottle is labelled LABATT’S 
opened, and the beautiful blue eyes of his 8, is my adopted daughter; my will was | laxed “Can be i t 
loved one looked once more into his. = = es ago, and halt of all that I pos- | both.’ a ee a REURALG Guinean all Wine Merchants and at first- 
Wallace thought he must break down utterl 88 is left exclusively to her; the—other half s i Every one of the thread like nerves has : , 
' as he met that gaze—a long, loving, garnets will go to—my nearest of kin”—this last with a Laelia terse latent power ees excruciating pain the | a a, o 
Saie th Sis, kom-auel ea kaaeied ae tak oe keen glance at Wallace, who, however, did not limit of which is simply the limit of human JAM ES GOOD & Cx 
Fav onlized to drop into the chair which Saran | SPPe@r,‘'9 suspect that he was hi nearest of | Taye the Picturesque Erie Rai renee ots ome fs 
thoughtfully set for him beside the bed. Kio, Now be reasonable, Wallace,” he e the Picturesque Erie Railway to New St. Jacobs Oil in ee Sole Agents, Toronto 
‘ _A faint smile began to hover about Violet's pleaded, seeing that the young man still hesi- York * Every Arriication Gives Revier : 
lip:, and he wondered that she did not seem ve from a feeling of independence ; “ this Parties visiting New York should always be Characteristics. Nothing is sosub- 
surprised or agitated to tiad him there. ouse and all there is init will some time | careful to have their tickets read via the Erie. tile in its approach; nothing so acute and ELL 
as. “Wallace!” she whispered, after a moment. | 2¢long to Violet ; lama lonely old man who They run magnificent through sleepers from distressing, and certainly nothing yet dis- 
‘* Yes, love.” epjoys young company, so stay, both of you" Toronto, and attach the finest dining cars in covered 80 completely subdues its ravages 
vl knew you would com> to meet me.” and be my children. ie : the Unive States for meals, The Erie is a eee ee? ooaeers ie pangs es 
» thought she was wanderirg and did not ell, then, for the present, since you so | aouble-track road from Suspension Bridge to ; ay s 
reply, but took one of her hands in a fond much desire it ; we will stay perhaps until the New York. The officials of this great road de- s Seen wernieis 14 oom. nan R ESTA U R A NT 
clasp. nearest of kin present themselves,” Wallace | serve great credit for the grand service they y —. De ee 
“f thought I was dying,” she wen‘ on, in a replied, smiling as he warmly clasped the hand | have given to the people in Canada, and we an nents pelt eee oe ac pe 
weak, dreamy tone, ‘and I didn’t care much— | hat the invalid held out to him, while he | hope this favorite route will be well patronized. the course of the nerve t ted, and St. 
I was so unhappy. ‘I am glad now, for nothing | Wondered a little what caused the mischievous Jacobs Oil cures — 56, 58 and 60 Colborne Street 
can ever separate us again.” twinkle in his eyes. Promptty, Perarectiy, PERMANENTLY. 
1 290d gracious, sir; she thinks she is dead, Wallace had been absent from his office for Before the Flood nem, FO Use tt. Apply sje on | 
o believe!” Surah exclaimed, in aa aston- | two duys, and when upon the morning of the Hojack—A great deal of attention is bein equently, gently rubbing the afllicted 
7 ‘ ’ ( . é g a to the whole extent of t | 
| ished whisper. Deh a, 1e presented himself there again he | devoted to airships nowadays. Passifer—Yes; Sanat Beeb up @ gentio friction | TORONTO 
Wallace made = gesture enjoining her to be | found Lord Cameron before him, making anxi- | just as has been the case for thousands of ing sensation is produced. On ired, al ; 
, silent, then he said, softly : - ous inquiries regarding his prolonged absence. | years. Hojack—I dda’s know that aerial ways cured, for 
‘No, darling, nothing shall separate us a a oo ey aed him into his private | navigation was a matter of investigation so Tuere Is No Return Or Pain. sia 
now, office and locked the door. lon oasthat. Passifer—Oh. ; th Sear | 
: He began to feed her again with the warm |, “ Where have you been, Richardson?” his been “Trouble over pales Gre ear ae Hie APEPAES A. VOORLER CO.. Baltimore, id, | The Bar supplied with the Best 
: milk and brandy, and she tvok it with some | lordship inquired. ‘‘I have literally haunted | and Jacob traded in  birthrights.—Chicago Canadian Depot: Toronto, Ont. PP es 
show of hunger, only once she glanced from | both your office and lodgings during the last | Inter-Ocean. —___________—_—_—_—/ Wines: the Table with every luxur 
the spoon up into his face and murmured : forty-eight hours, but no one could tell me any- : ad y y- 
, “How queer!” and he knew that she was | thing about you; and—Jove! what has hap- * » iT’S =. a . fo 
moe still only partially conscious, and imagined ned to you?” he interposed, as he searched We bave a very fine stock of Opera Glasses, < Sete. Po ED ESE, 
4 herself and him both in the other world, while | his friend's eager, glowing face, and remarked | Opera Fans, Carb Chain Bracelets, Curb Chain BTo examine, Cut this ad ont a a . Eaton SQuare 
: g ’ 3 : 7 : 
it had occurred to her as strange that he should | his animated, joyous manner. “I should | Rings—just the thing for Xmas presents. oO ane tik cant chanees pros = 1s Lonpon, S. W. 
ba feeding her. think you had taken afresh pull at the Elixir | Brown’s, 110 Yonge street. eat paying one ceut. You can examine | s Bes 
She was still very weak, and presently she | of Life.” 2 UNELE lets tre thes wercen | Reet nee 
i dropped off into a gentle, natural slumber. “Thave,” said Wallace, laughing out gayly = Oo it, leave | onyer | t Dsar SiR —The two bot- 
: She slept for more than an hour. in his newly found happiness ; be and Cameron, To Correspondents. oo Soamsorapg, Lake Pigenll aga deo tles of Alaska Cream, which 
Tne carriage came meinwhile, but Wallace | love is the elixir of life, isn’t it? jomnendamen > “apeclal Cut Price of @3,98 aud you forwarded to me per 
bade the driver wait, he would not disturb the **Y—es,” and now Lord Cameron looked {Correspondents will addrees—‘‘ Correspondence Column’ } ae ae Seine: To acon toe ie EX Ss. Sarnia, arrived quite 
beloved sleeper in her strengthening repose. sharply at him, Stes, ie sat Ruogahe oor Dh aie tse Bets ? 
] Pp . Fe Sarurpay Niet Office.) & before. ure r ms: \ safely two days ago. I can 
During this time he drew Sarah out of the | Could this smiling, animated face belong to | 4.21, How dare you! offered. This ty a Genuine GOLD SN ag 
room, and questioned her closely. the same man who so recently had told him sae ae : cide gh greed gle get rothing lise it in Eng- 
The woman told him truthfully all that she | that “his heart was dead”—that he “could Durcuy.—Bee Gipsy Jane. nmetaland = |g j land for my hande, 
knew regarding Violet's capture and imprison- | never love again in this world?” D. McC.—Carelessness, lack of self-control, originality ee wo Yours faithfully, 
is ment, and he was convinced that she was in no Wallace saw that his friend was sorely per- | *"4 *lfsteem. ten utiful hant C. L. ROSS. 
way responsible for what had occurred, but | Plexed by thechange in him, and he grew grave | Dons "Yur ate mae ee ae ‘Soints | pee: 3D, 
YF had on the o:her hand been as much of afriend | at once, a ee * ; center = | — i 
to her as she had dared to be. He also learned ‘*Cameron, what, to you, would seem the CL Ca writing — ambition, some vanity, acca gl ty Sa - HOFFMAN'S 
that, pnmoctately after Violet's recapture, | most wonderful thing that could happen in eng ae ee ee Imitations. Th. n ae HARMLESS HEADACHE " 
Mrs. Mencke had hurried off to Cincinnati, but | this world?” he asked. Cysiac —Thie shows reserve, selfishness, fondness for ona, eich tee > | POWBERS ' 
he could gain no clew to the object of her *T should as soon think that Violet could admiration, indecision and eome self-esteem. oats per hour], expe i. are an honest medicine 
z journey. come back to earth as that you could fall in Par I.—Your writing indicates impulse, energy, good @ ance, patent pinion, patentescape- fer ‘which only honest, 
& Sirah begg:d that he would not allow her to love,” the young earl answered, still regarding powers of endurance and indecision in small things. 3 aan eee? : | etraightforward frase. 
‘ be arrested as an accomplice of Wilhelm | him fixedly. ii, a ee ce ee! 6s “i aan ne Hott: 
5 Mencke, and to!d him of her crippled child at |, Wallace lost some of his unusual color at — POUR Ay STE: SENS Se Lie eee 3 cach Weta ‘These Watches are sold fit on ha 
& home, who was dependent upon her, and he ee seekers reply. 2 ra esl laid eomeiibadk ele teadtiire: eae nt everywhere for $25.00. Head a Cure 
“2 assured F ow st 7 a : » Very Gecelsive, F or ee his is the greatest bargain ere ee 
3 her that she should not be, but told of ea ey a you should have thought in disposition, practical to calculating shrewdness, yet offrets thatthe swatch io reortn Fak mae than ihe rice They are not a Cathartic. 
3. tno ng R ts was ever offered before e 
fefer you to any WHOLESALE HOUSE IN TORONTO. —_— 


wes 


i] had disposed of it all, ‘I want you to have | what your atroege words mean. ae a ope You speak flippantly. Do you dare to think that 
—— : ou : pa 
Sarah dress you warmly, then I am going to | turned spiritualist !—have you seen a mater ea weet Mad the footlights are not true 


her that she must hold herself in readiness to 
testify agaiast her employer when his case 
came to trial. 

Their conversation was interrupted by a 
sligh: sound from within the room, and they 
hastened back to their patient, to find her 
awake and half sitting up, supported upcn one 
elbow. 

“On, Sarah! I dreamed,” she began, then 
catching sight of Wallace behind the woman, 
she cried out in a voice that was tremulous 
with love, and joy, and wonder: 7 

**Tr was nodream! Oh, Wallace! Wallace!” 

He knelt beside her, opening his arms, and 
she threw herself upon his breast, sobbing in 
utter abindonment, 

**Go,” Wallace said, in a husky tone to 
Sarah, and she stole softly out of the room, 


‘That I should have thought of what?” de- 

manded Lord Cameron, looking a trifl> an- 
noyed. ‘‘ You dealin enigmas this morning.” 
\ ** Of Violet coming back to earth,” said Wal- 
ace. 
**I did not think of her coming back ; I only 
said that would not seem much more wonder- 
ful than that you should fall in love, after all 
that you have so recently said.” 

“I could never love any but ths girl whom I 
made—my wife, Cameron,” Wallace returned, 
in a voice that quavered slightly ; ‘and now be 
presane for a shock, my friend, for I do not 

now how to break my tidings any other way— 
Violet has come back to me!” 

** Wallaca! you know that is impossibie! Are 
you crazy?” cried his companion, seizing him 
by the arm and searching his face with the 


R. 8S. Uxton —The writing indicates a uethodical mind, 
fondness of social life, ambition, independence of thought 
energy and tact. 

Joun L—The quotation is from Herrick and begins: 
** Gather the rose-buds while ye may.” 2. Yes, certainly, I 
will delineate the phctograph. 

Veronica,—You are probably very impulsive, generous, 
self-willed, self-assertive and possessed of much magnetism 
of manners. Why did you sign Beatrice ? 

PepRo.—This portrait explains to me that the original is 
cautious, self-reliant, reserved, candid, penetrating, jadic- 
jously firm and ambiti us. The forehead is musical with- 
out doubt. 

Es )ANABA.—Your writing displays carelessness, viva city, 
firmness of will, cordiality and self-esteem. Inthe enc! osed 
one, you f. rget two curious little loop letter adornm ents, 
and they whispered your secret to me. 

OC. ¥. K —Your writing indicates loquacity, a kindly, 
generous and tender nature, good method, orginality and 


refer you to any 
der now, it's YOUR ONLY CHANCE. | Address, 
EARS & CO., 112 YONGE ST., TORONTO, CANADA, 
















Itis a certain and speedy curs for 
Cold in the Head and Catarrh in all its 
stages. 


SOOTHING, CLEANSING, 
HEALING 


Instant Relief, Permanent 
Cure, Failure Impossible. 
Many so-called diseases are elmply 





TRULY CALLED THE 


MEDICINE 
ire WORLD 


Absolutely Guaranteed to Cure 
The public invited to investigate personally. Pamphlets, 
festimonials and advice free. Call or address wm, 


Radam Microbe Killer Co, Limited, 120 King 
to, Ont., sole owners and manufacturers 








wiping the tears that streamed from her mes ‘ archi 
1 greatest anxiety, while his own grew very pale. | merriment. In answer to your query I must say that some symptoms of Catarrh, such as head: oe Shere 
We, too, are shut out from those first mo-| ‘No, I am not crazy, although I can hardly | letters are a great nuisance, but many are a real pleasure ache, partial deatneee, eet er eeie prehe Dominion, Beware of impositions. See our Trade 
ments of reunion, for they were too sacred for | Wonder that you should fear it,” said the young | to read and no trouble whatever to answer. = inanseas ae teeing ot ie oe 
bility, ete, you are troubled wit 


any human eye to witness, Oaly that long- 
parted husband and wife will ever know how 
solemn, yet joyous, was that hour, when the 
realized that they had bsen given back to eac 
other from the dead, as it were. 

At last Wallace calied Sarah to prepare Vio- 
let another glass of milk, and the woman 
added a beaten egg to it, feeling sure that the 
girl’s recent almost comatose state had been 
chiefly produced by mental depression and the 
lack of nourishment, rather than by any bodily 
ailment. 

Violet drank it eagerly, but without releas- 
ing her hold upon Wallace's hand, for it al- 
most seemed to her that he would again 
vanish f:om her sight if she let go of him. 

‘Now, my darling,” Wallace said, when she 


take you home, if you think you can endure 


man, ‘ My friend, do not look so incredulous, 
for I have told you only the truth, Violet has 
really come back to me; she never died—it was 
all a terrible mistake ; and, oh, Cameron, I be- 
lieve lam the happiest mortal living at this 
moment.” 
There was no mistaking the ring of truth and 
sincerity in the young man’s tones, and, though 
Cameron could not wholly credit the 
statement that Wallace had made, he felt sure 
that something very wonderful must have oc- 
curred to have thas changed the hitherto sor- 
rowing, hopeless young man into this eager, 
buoyant, joy-beaming lover. 
“Sit down, Richardson,” he said, with all the 
calmness that he could assume, “and, if you 
can talk connectedly and intelligibly, tell me 


ized spirit? You surely cannot expect me to 
believe that Violet Huntington is here in New 


Precy O'Moors. —No trouble whatever, my new corres- 
pondent! Yeu are doubtless anxious to succeed in some 
one chosen life-way, for ambition is strongly marked. You 
are algo energetic, ingenious, conscientious, self-reliant and 
brave. I cannot give you the address you ask for. 


Hos Dorstx.—Certainly I will tell you what kind of 
boy I think that you are. You are probably active, gen- 
erous, impulsive, heedless, self-esteeming and a little 
petulant. 2 The sentence is grammatioally correct, but 
the word ‘‘ nice” isso much abused that it is scarcely ele- 


gant. 

Nort —I do not teel competent to give you the advice 
for which you ask, It is a matter to which you must give 
mush earnest thought, and be guided by your circum 
stances, inclination and ability. You writing seems un- 
formed, and the enclosed is evidently a disguised speci- 


ment. 
Mariana.—Yes, Emma Abbot sang here in grand 
opera last year. She was renowned as a queen of the 
ra and revered for the domesticity and goodness of 


women? You are harsh and narrowed in mind, and I have 


no patience with you. 


any of these or kindred symptoms, 
our have Catarrh, and should lose no 
time In procuring a bottle of NasaL 
Bam, be warned in time, neglected 
cold in head results in Catarrh, fol- 
lowed by consumption and death. 
Nasa Bana is sold by all draggis 
or will be sent, post paid, on receipt © 
price (50 cents and $1.00) by addressing 


FULFORD & CO, 
Brockville, Ont. 












E CU RE = ITS i GIVEN AWAY YEARLY. 
a sae at So Pies ned thee 
made the disease of Fits, 


DUNNS 
BAKING 
POWDER 


THE COOK'S BEST FRIEND 
THOUSANDS OF BOTTLES — 








P 
ADI LCURE. Ihave 
nave them retura ae 1 eS Ae T warrant my remedy to Cure the 


the ride. Lig savwvenes. I wee. ts bonetst ee eek, tea * 
anx'ous, and w gin to thin ave fa ork city, in y presence id 
8, to find you, it is getting so late, Are you * Yes. I do—just that, I have held her in nn ime i rag yee pt Ned a ome ery atin. tee Cae ee or Falding Sickness a life-long study. are the 
oe strong enough, do you think?” these arms; her own have clasped my neck ; wane’ the correspondence—moat emphati ally. worst, cases. Because others} have Samed is ae ronson, for aah new — a ome. : ~y ae 
iy : 
Yes, indeed ; and, oh! I shall be so glad to | her lips have pressed mine. I have looked into | ¥o1° You have a mother to submit euch a question to. nd once for a treat i ae 208 Free Bottle of n y infallibic et rly. | Give xDE f 
2 WEST ADELAIDE STREET, TORONTO, 


Scowered 
answered, with a shivering sigb. 


from this dreadful place,” Violet | her dear eyes. T have heard her s 


* Richardson! truly, I am loingt patience 


you should depen | upon her advice in the matter, 
write promiscuoasly to all the men you know, there will 





M.C., Branch Office, 186 
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g@corporated Hon, G. W. ALLAN 


gy ynsenVATopy 


FOURTH YEAR 
OVER 1,200 PUPILS LAST THREE YEARS 


Send for New 100 page calender for season 1890- 
91. Mailed free to any acdress. Apply— 
EDWARD FISHER, Musca! Director, 
Vor. Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue. 
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TCRON'O COLLEGE OF MUSIC, Ltd. 
In affiliation with the University cf Toronto. 


Thorough musical education in all branches. SPECIAL 
ADVANTAGES F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director 





S H. CLARK 


ELOCUTIONIST 


Open for Concert engagements and evenings of Readings.) 
PRIVATE PUPILS IN ELOCUTION 


68 Winchester Street 


Misses Eleanor and Fdith Rowland 


Pupils of Julius Eichberg, Director of Boston Conservatory 
are prepared to give instruction on 


THE VIOLIN 


Particulars and terms at their residence. 


62 Cecil Street - - - 
aes ANNIE WALDRON, Concert Solo 
Pianist, «lso Violini-t (Solo pianist ‘‘ Agnes Thom- 
son” Conc rt Company’s tour.) For concert engagement» 
and circular of Eoglish press criticitms address— 
304 Berkeley Street, Toronto, 


R. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH 
Fellow of the College of Orzanists, London, Eng., 
and Organist and Choirmaster of All Saints’ Church, To 
ronto, is prepared to give lessons in Organ and Piano play- 


ing, Singing, Harmony, &c. ; 
Mr. Fairclough undertakes to prepare candidates for 


musical examinations. Address— 


TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC. 
(LATE OF THE ROYAL 


A, S. VOG ATE OF THE Leipzig, 


G2raany) Urganriet and Onoirmaster Jarvis St. Baptiet 
= Church, Toronto, teacher of 


Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street. 


Toronto 


Toronto 





MiSs MARIE C, STRONG 
P#IMO-CONTRALTO 
OPEN FOR 
CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 
Also receives pupils in Voice Culture and Pianoforte Play- 
ing, after S ptember 1. For terms and circulars addres+ 
114 M titland Street, Toronto. Teacher of vocal music at 


Brantford Lames’ College. 


Ltere N. WATKINS 

303 Church Street : 
Thorough instruction a Guitar, Mandolin anc 
Zither. 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Church and Musica 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


Organ, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 


A. BLAKELEY 
: Organist Sherbourne street Methodist church, 
is prepared to receive pupils in 
ORGAN, PIANO AND THEORY 
ADDRES*, 46 PHOEBE STREET. 
SIGNOR ED. RUBINI 
FROM LONDON, ENGLAND. 

Signor Rubini has been for several ) ears principal pro- 
fessor of sinving at the London Academy, London, and has 
in former years been a pianoforte pupil of the world-re- 
nowned pianoforte virtuosi and Profes-ors Meoscheles snd 
Thalberg, bex to annouce that he has now open A 
Vocal and Pianoferte Academy at No. 82+ harch 
Siree:, Toronto, for professional aod amateur students 
Pupi's prepared for the stage, oratorio and concert hall 


also fini~hiog lessons in the pianoforte. Classes for ladies 


and gentlemen. Terms moderate. Address 82 Cnurch 


Street, Toronto. 


R W. EDGAR BUCK, Basso-Cantante 
M Pupil of Manuel! Garcia, London, Eng. Conductor 
Voice Culture and Singing. In 
665 Church St 


** Toronto Vocal Society.” 
struction for Oratorio, Opera and Concerts 


WALTER DONVILLE 
TEACHER OF VIOLIN 
Puvil of Prof. Carroaus, frinity College, London, Eng 
8 Buchanan St., and Teronto College of Music 


CANADIAN COLLEGE OF COM- 
MERCE 

Incorporating Canadian Business University, Bengough’s 
Shorthand Institute, Warriner’s Courses of Higher Com- 
mercial Training 

Most modern and thorough business course. Pioneer 
shorthand schoo!. 800 graduates in good positions. Finest 
roome and location. Most practical courses of instruction 


in Dominion. 
NIGHT CLASSES 


In Bookkeeping. Penmanship, Arithmetic, Shorthand and 
Typewriting commence 1st Monday in October 


Bengough & Warriner 


Toronto \ 
or. Youge & Gerard j 


LOWE'S ACADEMY 


Bookkeeping, Shorthand 


FOR LADIES AND GENTLEMEN 


AND 


U 


Typewriting 


278 Spadina Avenue and 184 
Parliament Street 


Pupils are taught above subjects privately and thor- 
“ughly for $5. 











M {sS PLUMMER 
MODISTE 


57 GLOUOESTER STREET 


RESSMAKING PARLORS 
Conducted by MISS — 

istic and careful study is devoted to Evening Dresses 
and’ Bridal Trousseaux, also Traveling and Walking Cos 
tumes. Boating, Tennis and Holiday Suite, also Riding 
Habite, a specialty. Possessing favorable f cilities for the 
prompt and spee: y attention to Mourning orders, we have 
undouhted cor fitence of assuring enti e satisfaction. 
ROOM-— BR. WALKER & SONS 


THE VOICE 


Production, Development, Cultiva- 
tion and Style 


W. ELLIOT HASLAM 


SPECIALIST FOR VOICE CULTURE 


Gives lessons in Singing, and prepares professional pupils 
for Oratorio, Concert or Opera. 


Studie 143 Yonge Street, Toronto 
W. L. FORSTER 


° Portraits a Specialty ARTIST 


STUDIO 81 KING 8ST. EAST 


AMILTON MacCARTHY, RCA,., 
SCUL?TOR. Artist of the Col. Williams and Ryer- 
son monuments. Ladies’ and Children’s Portraits. Studio 
12 Lombard Street, Toronto. 


F, W. MICKLETHWAITE 
°" PHOTOGRAPHER 


Cor. Jarvis and King Streets - - Toronto 


SpaciaLTizs—Outdoor Views, Crayon Portraits. 
“THE BEST” 











UNBEAMS 


ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 
Photographs of ail sizes? | 
Sunbeam» #1 per der, 














































Fresh Arrivals | The Home Savings & Loan Co.(Limited) 


MESSRS. H. & C. BLACHFORD | 


Have much pleasure in announcing that their stock of 


Fine Fall and Winter Boots and 
Shoes 


Is now complete, and would invite early inspection. 


87 and 89 King St. East, Toronto 


“PICKLES Sti SALE 


On account of alteraticns, is now under way. 














- Spring Goods 


TO HAND 


| 
Winter Goods | 


Closing Out at Close Cost Prices | 


at WM. WEST & C0. 


Rubbers 246 Yonge St. | 





PICKLES, 3°8 Yonge Street | 
am see ¢ 


’ THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 


6 and 8 Jordan Sireet 
This well-known restaurant, having been recently en- 
larged and refitted, offers great inducements to the public. 
The Dining-room is commodious and the Bill of Fare care- 
fully arran; and choice, while the WINES and LIQUORS 
are of the t Quality, and the ALES cannot be surpassed. 
Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, Proprietor. 


UPERFLUOUS HAIR, MOLES, 
Warts, Birth Marks, and all facial blemishes perma- 
nently removed by electrolysis. 
DR. FOSTER, Electrician, 133 Church St. 

R. THOMAS MOWBRAY 

Architectural Sculptor 
IN STONE AND WOOD 

8G Yonge mtreet Arcade 


*T Homas MOFFATT 
Fine Crdered Boots and Shoes 


A good fit guaranteed. Prices moderate. Strictly first-class. 


145 Yonge Street, Toronto 


McCAUSLAND & SON’S 
WALL PAPER 


IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARII TY AND BE/UTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADE AND PRICES 


76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 








The Late Hon. George Bancroft. 


OFFICE No. 7s CHURCH S8T., TORONTO. 
Deposits received, large and small sums, 
current rates allowed. 


Hon. FRANK Smirn, 
President. 


JamEs MASON, 


H, WiLLiaMs & co. 


[ ao AND GRAVEL ROOFERS 


4 Adelaide Street East 


Manufacturere er? dealers in Roofing Materials, Building 
Also lay Trinidad Asphalt on 


Papers, Carpet Pelt, &e, 
| Stable Fioor:, Cellar Bottoms, &c. 


OUy, 


PY PVP 





oo) COUN a Lome ANA 


For informat.ou appiy to 


W. R. CALLAWAY 


DisTRICT PASSENGER AGENT 
118 King Street West, Toronto 


Interest at 


Mar ager, 


F, 4 SEFTON 
DENTIST 


I72 Yonge Street, next door to Simp- 
son’s Dry Goods Store 


OMETHING NEW iN DENTISTRY 
Dr. Land’s Porcelain — Crowns and Sections. 
Also Continuous Gum Sete. Il operations known to 
modern centistry practiced. 


. CHAS. P. LENNOX 


Yonge Street Arcade - - 
Telephone 1846 


Ee A 





Room B 









Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 


extraction. Telephone 1476 


C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 


Corner College-and Yonge Streets 


Special attention te the preservstion of the nature | th, 








F, & CALLENDER 
f DENTIST 


Has removed from 12 Carlton Street'to 


349 YONGE STREET 


(Over D. L. Thompson's F harmacy) 








AND 


- SPEC" ACLES - 


Accurately fitted. First quality lenses. Opera and Field 


Glasses, Thermometers, &o. 
J. FOSTER. 13 King Street West 


White Enamel Letters 


FOR WINDOWS 


Cesar Bros.’ Patent. 


Th mo 
Not affected by light and frost. 





Canadian White Enamel Sign Co. 
4 Adelaide Street West. Toronto 


A sents wanted fn every City and Town in Dominion. 


Kasy and Other Chairs 


Drawing and Dining-Rooms Suites, 
Parlor, Office, Study and 
Other Furniture 











These geete are manufactured by me, and are adapted to 
she requirements of home and places of business. I keep a 
stock, also make to order. holetering is a specialty, 
both in design, quality of cnaboehe and richness of color, 


WELLINGTON STOTT 


170 King Street West - Toronto 


conspicuc as and durable letter in the market. 


'.: NEW MUSIC :-: 


=— 
No. Life Witheut Love Waitzes 


By Chas, Bobrtr...... Price 6c 
Reverie Masicale Valse °* 

By J U. Swallow..... Price, 50c 
Move On Polka 

By Chas. Bohner........ Price 40 
Field Flowers Waltz 

By M. A. Weped....... Price 50e 





Every piecea gem. Ask ycur dealer 
for them or order direct Im m 
the publishers 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO. 


MUSIC DEALERS 
168Yorge Street, Tc1crto 
DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING 
Thr most +t; lich ces‘gns for the comi: g teatro”, at 
mee erate prices, 


MRS A. JAMES 


153 Richmond Street - . - ‘Tero 
; . nto 
Berw: en York ard Simece Strecta, 


THE SCHOOL OF CUTTING 


Teaching our New Tailor 
System of Dress ard Mantle 
cutting for ladies’ and chil- 

















7. ¥ drén’s garments. Peifect 
satisfaction aseured. 
DRE*SMAKING 


Our art. Perfection in Fit, 
Fashion and Finish. Special 
attention to Costumes and 
Mantle making. 


MILt INERY 
Leading styles. Well as- 
sorted winter stock at reduced 
pr ces. 


J & A.CARTER 
372 Yonge St..cor.Walton 
Toronto 
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Established: 1560 





GRATEFUL—CONM FORTING 


EPPSS COCOA 


BREAKEAST 


‘“*By a thorough knowledge cf the natural Jaws which 
govern the operations of — n and butritior, and bya 
careful application of the fine properties cf wel-: elected 
Cocoa, Mr. Epps bas provided our breakfast tables witha 
delicately flavored beverage which may save us many he avy 
doctors’ bilis. Itis by the judicious use of such articles 

f diet that a constitution may be graduslly pr ilt up until 
strong enough to resixt every tendency to disease. Hun- 
dreds cf tubtle maladies are flcating around us ready to 
attack wherever there is a wesk point. We may eecape 
m py @ fatal shaft by keeping cureelves well fortified with 
ae - properly nourished frame.”—(ivil Service 
razetté. io” 

Mace simply with boiling water or milk. Svid onl 
packets, by Grocers, labelled thus : ae 


‘JAMES EPPS & CO ‘ 
Homeopathic Chemists, London, Erglard, 








Finest Perfumes _ 


AND 


Sachet Powders 


IN GREAT VARIETY 


IN BULK AND BOTTLE 


NEIL'C. LOVE & CO. 


Chemists and Perfumers 


166 Yonce St. - Toron to, Ont. 
HOMCOPATHIC PHARMACY 


394 Yorge Street, Toronto 


Keeps in etock Pure Hon wopathic Medicines, in Tinctures, 
Dilutions, and Pellets, Pure Sugar «f Milk Globules. 


Books and Femily Medicine Cases from $1 to $12. Ordire 
for Medicines ard Forks prempth strerced to. Sere for 
Pamphlet. 


D. L. THOMPSON, Phe) macitst. 


CURSETS MALE [0 ORDER 


Satisfaction Guaranteed. 
Dress Cutting Taught 
Magic Scale Azency 
MISS CHUBB 
426} Longe St., Just South of College 


J. YOUNG 


LEADING UNDERTAKE: 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto 
TELFPHONE 479 











THE 





RANDN TIONAL 
Hack and Cou 
Stanles, 108 butual St. 
Hancson+ tur outs 
with cantul orivers 
any time cay or * gh‘, 


Telephone ‘104 
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w= /he Kind Fish Man arc the Ailing Girl.% 

‘Hope y’ ain’t got the tocthache, mum?” 
said the fish man the other day to a J-rsey 
City girl, at whose bFouse he was deliv-ring 
some oysters, The fixh man : poke in compas- 
siouate tones, for the girl was sitting forlurnly 
ina chair, with both hand pressed convui- 
sively to the sides of her face. am 

‘No, not the toothache,” she moaned, * only 
a horrible sore throat that is a thousand times 
worse than any toothache ever could be,” «aig 
., 18 that all?” replied the fish man. ‘* Why, 
if you’ll listen to my advice, you'll have that 
all ae io bo time.’ ee 

** Do tell me how,” exclaimed the girl, “an 
I’ll be forever grateful to you.” eRe 

“There ain't nothing easier,” said the fish 
man, *‘than to cure a sore throat. You can 
get rid ofitin notime. All you have to do is 
to get a raw clam and bind it over on the place 
where the soreness is, and it will jest move out 
and not leave any sign of ever havin’ been 
there. Raw clams are great fur diphtheria, 
too. My boss cured a case of diphtheria, mum, 
with raw clams applied outside, that the doc- 
tors had given up. That’s the truth, that is, 
and I advise you to try a couple of ‘em on your 
sore throat,” a 
ane if oe Go 997 oer. I wish you'd 

me round a cou ” said the . 
Tl give them a trial.” * on. = a 

- That. I will, mum, and I’m sure they'll fix 
you up. 

The fish man did as he promised. He selected 
two extra plump clams, opened the m carefully, 
and sent them round to the house. A few days 
later, having occasion to leave an order at the 
house, he asked the girl’s mother if his clams 
had done her daughter's sore throat any good. 

“Why, to tell you the truth,” replied the 
mother, ‘“‘she did not apply them in the way 
you aavines, ~~ said they looked so —_ 
ngthatshe could not resist the te 
and then ate them."—N. F. Sun. — 
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Out of Town. 


- BARRIE, 





On Monday evening of last week Mrs. Mason 


gave a progressive euchre part 
honor of her niece, Miss Cecy 

ronto, who has been visitin 
present had a most enjoyable time. 


and dance in 
arrison of To- 
at Harr Hall, All 


Rowanhurst was the scene of a large gather- 
ing on Thursday, January 15, it being the 
occasion of an At Home, given by Mrs. Dy- 
ment, who was assisted in receiving her guests 


by her daughter, two friends from Portland, 
Miss Bell of Hamilton and Miss Wood of Mill- 
lighted, and 
Pink was 
the shade which predominated, as the refresh- 
ments took the form of a ‘*‘ pink tea,” and this 
color was carried out with great taste through 
A portion of the 35th Battalion 


band were seated in the upper hall and aa 
eas- 


brook. The house was prettil 
decorated with flowers and smilax. 


all details. 


nished music during the afternoon ina 


ing style. Among those present were Mr. H 


Strathy, Mayor and Mrs. rept. Mrs. Mc- 
. Strathy, Mrs, 

Mr, Chapman, 
Miss Hornsby, 
the Misses Mason, Miss C. Harrison of To- 
ronto, Miss Kortright, Miss V. Major, Mr. L. 
McCarthy, Miss Schreiber, Mrs. L. Beatty, an 
avid, 
Miss Lytell, Mr. Saunders, Miss Cotter, Miss 
Brydon, the Misses Baker, Miss Holmes, Mrs. 
and Miss Bosanko, Mrs. Burton, Miss aware 
c- 
Carthy, Mrs. and Miss K. Stevenson, Mrs, J. 
Edwards, Mrs. Simpson, the Misses Maconkey 


Carthy, Mrs. H. H. Morris, Mr. 
Dickinson, Mrs, and Miss Spry, 
Mr. J. McCarthy, Mr. F. an 


Rogerson, Mr. and Mrs. Holgate, Mrs. 


Mrs. and the Misses Forsyth, Miss L. 


and others. 


On Friday, January 16, Mrs. J. McCarthy 


gave a small evening party for some friends. 


A skating party was enjoyed by some young 
Afterwards all 


availed themselves of the hospitality of Dr. and 


people last Saturday night. 


Mrs, McCarthy. 


A large and very successful At Home was 
iven on Wednesday last by Mrs. J. Cotter of 
The hostess was assisted in en- 
tertaining the guests by Miss Cotter, and Miss 
Hill of Niagara. This event having taken place 


ck Forest. 


in the middle of the week, I am unable to give 
a more complete account. OcULAIRE. 


HAMILTON, 


Mrs. Bruce entertained a few friends at 


dinner last Thursday evening. 


Miss Spratt gave a skating party lagt Friday 


evenin 


Mrs. Wasren Burton gave a charming dinner 


to a number of her friends on Friday evening. 
Miss Daisy has fo of Toronto is the guest 
of Mrs. Western of Hughson street. 


Miss Haggarty of Toronto is the guest of 


Mrs. Henry MacLaren. 

Cards are issued for the Masonic ball on 
January 30, and for the Bachelors’ on February 
6, the former to be held in the Armory, and 
the latter in the Grand Opera House. 

Mrs. MacLaren of Oak Bank gave @ small 
afternoon tea on Wednesday. 

Mrs. Richard Fuller has issued cards for an 
At Home on Saturday afternoon. 

Mrs. Henry MacLaren was At Home on 
Friday from five till seven. ’ 

Mrs. Ridley gave a delightful skating party 
on Wednesday evening. 

Mr. and Mrs. Shelton Fuller of Woodstock 
are the guests of Mrs. Fuller, late of 
Bishophburst. ‘ 

The parlor concert given by Mrs. Reginald 
Kennedy at Idlewild was a splendid affair, 
this being the first entertainment given in this 
beautiful house, which was recently finished, 
and is a work of perfect architecture. There 
were a large number of people present. Among 
them I noticed Mr. and Mrs. Lottridge, Mr. and 
Mrs. J. J. Mason, Mr. and Mrs, Mewburn, Mr. 
and Mrs. R. Morris, Mr. and Mrs. F. Mackelcan, 
Mr. and Mrs. R. Steele, Miss Roe, Mr. and 
Mrs. Papps, Mr. and Mrs. Mackay, Mrs. Charl- 
ton, Mrs. Woolverton, Mr. and Mrs. George 
Thomson, Miss Robertson, Miss Mills, Mr. and 
Mrs. Bland, Mrs. Cheavis, Mr. and Mrs. 
Shelton Fuller of Woodstock, Miss Spratt, 
Miss Lottridge, Mr. Armour of Toronto, the 
Misses Howard, MacInnes, Hamilton, Dunlop, 
Ricketts, O'Rielly, Ridley. Gaviller, Grant, 
Roach, Bruce, Hooper and Turner, Messrs, 
Saunders, Southam, l’errie, Ricketts, Harris, 
Patterson, Oxenham, Billet, Mewburn, Labatt. 
The programme was exceedingly good and 
consisted of plantation choruses and piano 
duetts by the Misses Roach, Mrs, Frank 
Mackelcan, Miss Agnes Dunlop, Messrs. 
Ricketts and Saunders favored the assem- 
blage with solos and duetts. A very good sum 
was realized in aid of tie Cathedral Guild, 

Miss Bristol of Buffalo is the guest of Mrs. 
Charlton of John street north. 

Prof. Clark of Toronto will give a lecture on 
Savonarola at Dundurn the beautiful residence 
of Senator MacInnes, in aid of St. George’s 
Church mission. 

Mrs. Lucas entertained a number of friends 
at dinner on Wednesday evening. 

Everybody is looking forward to the assault- 
at-arms to be given in the Opera House, Thurs- 
day evening, of which I will give a full account 
next week. ; 

Mr, Hugh C. Baker gave a delightful sleigh- 


ing party to Ancaster on Monday evening. 
SYLVIA. 





Books and Magazines. 





The New England Magazine starts out this 
year with an excellent number. In its Janu- 
ary number it has a delightful artiele on Christ- 


mas Bells, illustrated with pictures of the most | 


famous bells in the world; also Poe’s poem, 
The Bells, illustrated. Three or four interest- 
ing short stories,with a large number of poems 
make bright its pages. There is an article on 
Alexander Pope, an American animal painter 
of eminence, with illustrations from his work, 
also a short paper on The History of Historical 
Writing in America. The New England prom- 
ises well for ‘91. 


A very useful, little volume is the Presby- 
terian Year Book for 1891, just published by 
the Presbyterian Printing and Publishing Co. 
{t is prefaced by a portrait of Rev. Dr. Laing, 
Moderator of the General Assembly, and con- 
tains much concise information that will be of 
great value to Presbyterians and outsiders as 
well. 








Fine Tailoring. 

The Theater and Opera season together with 
the various Masonic At Homes and the Yacht 
Club ball about to take place, a few sugges- 
tions in reference to dress would not be out 
of place. As to dress at dramatic performances 
the lines are not so closely drawn, but for such 
a time and place as Zetland At Home, which 
was held last evening, the full evening dress is 
the proper thing. Having received a large num- 
ber of orders for it as well as for the Yacht 
Club ball, I would call your attention to the 
very fine line of dress suitings and fancy even- 
ing dress vestings, which I have just received, 
and would ask your inspection, Henry A. 
Taylor, the fashionable West End tailor, No, 1 
Rossin House Block. 





French and German. 





The Ingres Coutellier School of Modern 
Languages is the first institution of this kind, 
on sucha large scale, established in Toronto. 
This school is ocenpying one of the finest rooms 
in the {city in the new Canada Life building. 
The office is elegantly furnished with the 
artistic taste peculiar to Parisians, and adjoin- 
ing it are four porns and well-lighted recita- 
tion rooms. All pupils converse in French and 
German as English is forbidden in the school. 
A pure accent is imparted to them, as all the 
teachers are natives of France and Surmeany. 
The Ingres Coutellier school has branches in 
all the principal cities of Canada, In Montreal 
the school is situated in the magnificent 
Nordheimer building, St. James street. Mr. 
Ingres is in charge of the Montreal school and 
Mr. Coutellier is directing the Toronto estab- 


acquaintance of a dozen girls who will never 


lishment About every fortnight Prof, Geor 
Coutellier delivers lectures on French walijects 
in the Y. M. C, A, building, which heretofore 
have been very largely attended. Prof. 
Coutellier will deliver three French lectures in 
Ottawa on February 11, 12 and 13, and two in 
Montreal on February 14 and 16, 


I 
Wrinkles. 


The outward signs of care are traceable to 
two things: The condition of the circulation 
of the blood ; the condition of the muscles. 
Alterations in the appearance caused by the 
defective circulation which springs from sorrow 
or anxiety are only temporary It is the altera- 
tion that is caused .by the condition of the 
muscles that is to be dreaded. Herbert Spencer 
has proved that there{is nothing in intense 
thought, no matter how re, indulged 
in, which need produce those furrows between 
the brows generally seen in students and 
scholars, unless the effort to maintain the 
thought becomes painful. In other words, it 
is not thought that produces the contraction of 
the muscles whose results are those grooves 
between the brows from which women shrink, 
but the sense of effort—of bracing the will- 
power, so to speak, against an obstacle. If 
people were endowed with endless patience 
and could seek the solution of a mental pro- 
blem for hours without sense of strain, of the 
fatigue that comes of prolonged tension, they 
would never pucker their brows. It is that 
contraction of all the muscles, as against an 
enemy, an obstacle to be overcome, that makes 
the face take seams, lines, furrows under the 
influence of care. When the enemy is con- 
stantly present the muscles have no chance to 
change their attitude of defence, and the lines 
and wrinkles caused by the long-continued 
contraction become permanent. Now, the 
women on whom care least succeeds in fasten- 
ing its fangs are those of the two most oppo- 
site types of the sex; the women who bear 
every anxiety or misfortune with a perfect 
humility and patience, offering no resistance to 
them whatever, and the women who rise above 
the worst that they can do with a magnificent 
sort of airy defiance; who treat all forms of 
care from the objective point of view as some- 
thing more to be studied than suffered from. 
This last type is the worst. Women of this 
kind (from whom care slips off “as water 
from a duck’s back”) are generally somewhat 
hard. They may not be very feminine, but if 
the preservation of their usefulness in spite of 
everything is the first object with them, they 
obtain theirend. Women of this description, 
who have “gone through anything,” occasion- 
ally issue from the ordeal with the firm con- 
tours of their flesh unimpaired, their brows 
smooth, no rings under their eyes, more youth- 
fulin their polished hardness of surface than 
many &@ woman ten years younger who has led 
the most placid of lives. And again, at the 
opposite pole, one knows gentle little women 
whose hair has less gray, their foreheads fewer 
wrinkles, than happier women much their 
juniors, These areexceptions. Granted. But 
the fact remains that it is the temperament— 
the way in which trials are taken—that des- 
troys youthfulness much more in reality than 
the trials themselves. Fretful women, those 
who make cares for themselves out cf every 
trifle and where none exist, are those upon 
whom any advice on the preservation of youth 
would be thrown away. They are bound not 
to look young. They are puckering their 
brows and pinching up their lips and flying 
into fits of temper to that particular end. 
And they soon attain the result tor which 
they have paved the way. The fretful woman 
can never continue young-looking, whether 
she have genuine cares or not. Upon the 
whole, if you have that sanguine temperament 
which enables you quickly to rebound after 
any mental pressure has en, even tempor- 
arily, removed, you have the surest specific 
for retaining youthfulness of looks in the face 
of cares. This rebound, this absolute dismissal 
of the overhanging evil when it is not quite 
imminent, is what only very weak women, pre- 
cisely, and very strong and characterful women 
are capable of. Let us suppose you are one of 
the latter and have philosophy enough not to 
allow yourself to be more crushed than is 
necessary. Any woman who can sleep well 
every night and whose appetite remains sound 
stands a very good chance of continuing young 
in spite of care. You think that sleep and 
appetite are impossible under the circum- 
stances? They are not. A determination to 
throw off the burden for a time often leads, in 
the end, to a habit of doing sv, which is fol- 
lowed, like any other habit, without any too 
painful effort. But perhaps the very greatest 
antidotes against the physical effects of care 
are a rich imagination and a permanent enthu- 
siasm about beautiful things in any way out of 
the commonplace. Strong and noble emotions 
act alteratively on all the muscles of the face 
and throat. Where, before these were set in 
iron-bound, downward lines (for the lines of 
care always tend downward) they change, de- 
compose and recompose again, like the part- 
icles of a kaleidoscope under this inspiriting 
impulse. That is why artistic temperaments 
keep their possessors youthful, while the wom- 
an whose soul rings no response to anything 
but the butcher’s or milliner’s bill, has a youth 
of the shortest. 































Washington Society Girls. 


A Washington girl works herd for her 
pleasure. Follow her for just one of her days, 
which will be like all the others. She will rise 
at nine, breakfast and be ready tostart out at 
10.30. Her morning will be passed in shopping, 
in calling on some intimate friend whom she 
never gets a chance to speak to at the crowded 
receptions they both daily attend, or else she 
soberly and seriously presents herself at the 
meeting of a club for general information. 
This club is for the purpose of correcting her 
frivolous tendencies, and supplying her with 
subjects of conversation. ‘The meeting is 
generally held at some private house, and is 
attended by young girls and married women, 
who listen to a clever man or woman, who dis- 
cusses Cimly some topics of the day, political 
or literary, that his hearers are too lazy, or 
duil, or busy to read up for themselves, These 
homcepathic doses of knowledge are very use- 
ful to this girl, who has no time either for 
reading or thinking. When this serious busi- 
ness is over, the girl drives home to dress for a 
luncheon, one of those pink, white or yellow 
affairs that promote indigestion and the better 


meet again. 

In order to save time that is so precious to 
the Washington girl in the season, it has be- 
come the fashion to attend these luncheons in 
calling costume, and to wear a bonnet or a 
heavy hat during these ry 4 meals that last 
twoor three hours. As the hostess must not 
make a pretense of hurry, she usually wears a 
house dress, and the harmony of appearance’ is 
destroyed. This fashion appears both inucon- 
venient and rude, for the guests seem to indi- 
cate by their dress their desire to finish the 
ceremony and be off as soon as possible. 

After the luncheon comes the round of calls. 
At the afternoon teas occurring on that after- 
noon the maiden may linger to chat to her next 
neighborin the crush and nibble salted almonds, 
yielding to a subtle fascination which yields to 
au indulgence fatal to the temper and com- 
plexion of the average girl. 

By six o'clock when the winter twilight has 
faded into darkness, and the receiving parties 
begin to look tired, the busy maiden drives 
home to dress for dinner. She is going to- 
night to a theater dinner—that is, one that in- 
cludes a box at the theater after it. Dinner is 
early, at 6:30, and our devotee of fashion needs 
a speedy maid to dress her and fast horses to 
carry herin time. At this dinner the hostess 
is a young married woman, and the guests are 
sigael fe youd poopie, the real ght fos 
signed for youn , the m 8 
as to wine and Soa The tabie is extrava- 
gantly decorated with flowers and a big bunch 
of long-stemmed roses rests beside ri's 
plate, If the conversation consists only of the 





































































































TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. if 


s@-THE BON MARCHE 





ARE NOW HOLDING 


A GREAT CLEARING SALE OF 


Silk Mantle Plushes, Sealettes and Mantle Cloths 


PLEASE NOTE the Former Prices and the Present Reductions 
which are as follows: 


«= 550 Yards Se: 


$2.50 Mantle P 


3 OO Mantle Plush, now selling for - - - ; 
4.00 Mantle Plush, now selling for - - - “ . 


és> 375 Yards Silk Faced Sealette 


$ 6 Sealette, now selling for - 
now selling for - - ~ - . 
16 Sealette, now selling for - - 
now selling tor - 


63 1,400 Yards Mantle and Ulster Cieths 


Former price was 80 
Former price was $1/ 0, now selling for —- - - - 
Former price was 
Former price was_ 3.00, now selling for - - - - 


10 Sealette, 
20 Sealette, 








al Mantle Plushes ea 


$ 1.25 
1.60 
2.00 


> 


$3.00 
5.00 
7.60 
. 10.00 


> 


$ 40 
75 
1.00 
1.50 


lush, now selling for - - - . S 





now selling for - - - i 


. 0, now selling for - - “ ‘ 





F. X. Cousineau & Co., 7 and 9 King Street East 








Meson & Risch PIANOS 


In our Bankrupt Stock of 
$18,700 from Montreal we 


HAVE A WORLD-WIDE REPUTATION 


have an immense assortment 
| 


E ‘ aie . 3 ai - 
or eT Tone narpnaprendiennag ogd ree — oa and stg of of Boys’ and Children’s Cloth- 
Standing in Tune, and the High Artistic Taste displayed in their Elegant Finish and 


Design. 


A number of Pianos of the most popular makes, slightly used, but otherwise 
fully as good as new, are offered tor sale at remarkably low prices and on the most | 
An early selection will secure the best choice among them. 


suitable terms. 


MASON & RISCH 


ing. This stock was bought 


for the fall and winter busi- 
ness, and comprises the finest 
| grades made for the Montreal 


Trade. The entire stock must 


Warerooms---32 King St. East, and 653 Queen St. West |, » eek ee Med 


FORONTO. 





lightest of small talk, social news, a little 
gossip, the figures of the last german, what 
more can you expect from the daily life of the 


talkers? Ateight they drive to the theater, 


enter at the end of the first act, lose the thread 
of the play, but disturb the audience suffi- 


ciently to make their presence known, 
and so accomplish one of their purposes in 


going. These box parties as a rule are not 


noisy when they once get settled. 


The girls pose for inspection in front of the 
box and the men lounge against the wall in the 
background. The actors do not look for ap- 


plause from these self-contained youths and 


maidens, for it is well known that ey 


frowns on enthusiasm. The Washington gir 


needs all her strength to bear her through her 
She cannot waste any on 


manifold pleasures. 
enthusiasms. 


After this solemn dramatic ordeal the girl is 


driven toa reception, first picking up a chap- 
eron en route.—New York Times. 





Couldn’t Catch Him. 


His eye lighted on the man wearing the wolf- 
skin overcoat as soon as he entered the door, 
and the presumed far Westerner had scarcely 


got seated when he was accosted with : 

‘* From Colorado or Nevada, I presume?” 

‘** No, sir, from Idaho.” 

* Anywhere near Boise City?” 

** Right from that place, sir.” 

** Ah! glad to have met you. Wanted to talk 
with you about the weather out there. 
very cold this winter?” 

** Not so very. 
when I left.” 

**Is that the coldest?” 


‘* Well, we had it 23 degrees below for a few | 


days in December.” 


**Did, eh? I have been keeping track of the | 


weather as reported by the signal service. 
Here is Boise City pasted in this column.” 

**T see. You must have an object?” 

“* Certainly. 


touched zero this winter. How is that?” 


‘* My friend, 1s that the weather bureau re- | 


port?” asked wolf overcoat. 

* Tt is.” 

** Official ?” 

“Yes, sir. Can you get over it?” 

‘*T don’t have to, sir. I should have told you 
on the start that our town is divided. Half of 
it is built on an old glacier and the other half 
in the crater of a volcano. The signal office is 
located in the latter half, and even in January 
they have to pour water on the floor to cool it 
off. Upin my half we often have it 20 degrees 


below while they are picking roses down in the } 


crater. Signal service is only for half the town, 
sir, and before you call a Boise City mana liar 
you should find out which half he lives in. Go 
away from me, sir! You look like a bad, bad 
man !”—N.Y, Sun. 








Once is Enough. 

If we were given the chance of oe our lives 
over again, but few of us would take it. There 
is a certain sense of “ having had enough of it ” 
in most men who have arrived at maturity, and 
**on the indented plain the self-same track to 
mark in” would be intolerable to them. 
Independent of theological apprehensions, 
there is, of course, a disinclination for complete 
change. The mistake some old gentlemen make 
is the endeavor to extract pleasure from the 
same sources from which they derived it in 

outh, Ht is like that kind of champagne which 
have been used up, 


uced after the 
= the third edition or tn thestrenee book, of 


which the tes are worn out, It is life at 


second-hand, 


Been 


It was only 15 degrees below | 


I travel a good deal, and I al- | 
ways like to stop a liar in the first round. This | 
report does not show that you have even | 


: ; |and has been marked at 
WEST END Y. M. C. A. HALL! prices that will insure them 


Cor. Queen Street and Dovercourt Koad. 


Thursday, January 29) going before then 
GRAND CONCERT Mothers will do well to see 


BY THE 


TORONTO VOCAL SOCIETY | our stock before purchasing 


i 
Organized Oct., 1885. | 











Sixth Season. 
Incorporated Feb., 1890. 


| Grand Chorus--160 Trained Voices 160 


W. EDGAR BUCK, Conductor. 


elsewhere. 
Ne oclel 


and 221 Yonge Street 
Cor. Shuter Street 





SOLOISTS—Miss Mavé ©. Fuller, Contraito; Mr E. W. 
Schuch, Baritone; Mr. B. L. Faeder, Violinist ; Miss E. 4. | 
Mockridge, Accompanist : 

Admission 50 cents. Wo reserved seats. Tickets may 
be had of J. F. Gray & Co., P O. Pharmacy, 1269 Queen | 
Street West, or at the Hall on the night of the Concert. 


HAMMOND'S FURS o. 


ARE STILL THE RAGE 


The Best Goods Fathers = = 


| 
| 
| 
The Best Fit and 
| = = Mothers 
We are now showing the finest 
line of Boys and Youths’ ready- 
| made clothing, suitable for Holiday 


| presents. 
Bring the boy along and we will 


The Lowest Priee 


Consistent with a First- 
Class Outfit, to be 
had in Toronto, 





and | 


Pa el on show something that will please you 
variety. | both. 


a | T. K. ROGERS 
129 YONGK STREET | 522 Queen st. west 


TORONTO 
| GERMAN. FRENCH. SPANISH | 
rf ES-COUTELLIER SCHOOL 
ee coe 
PHOTOGRAPHIC STUDIO NATURAL METHOD BY NATIVE 


AlN Ne 











TORONTO: MONTREAL: 


ife Building. Nordheimer Block, 
Canada Life Building reese 


Just completed and now open to the public. DIFFERENT BRANCHES : 


| , St. John, N. B. Otten. on. 
i N. 8. ngor, Me, 
'Cor. Yonge and Gerrard Sts. | ss, Benecr, ¥ 
Brantford, Ont. Yarmouth, N. 8. 
Kingston, Ont. And other cities. 


Built expressly for the purpose. Heated by steam. 
Elegant waiting and reception rooms All modern con- 
veniences. High class work a specialty, Prices moderate. 


Office and Recitation Rooms in the CANADA LIFE 
BUILDING, At the next French literature course, Tues- 
day, January 27, 8 o’clock, Prof. George Coutellier will 

ee eT cy a. "igs talk about : Le Cid de Corneille. 

The News. Admission—For pupils of the school, 40c.; for non- 


ils, 500. 
ee le agtock— Aarons, a m met — * octal arrangements will be made for all terms. 
postmaster—. see . . - 


fork—I was expectin’ 4 age pee’ from JAMES PAPE 

liy Spri tellin’ what day she was 
Aunt Sally Spriggs tellin, weeks cite | FLORAL ARTIST 
Did you see a postal from Mrs, Hayfork’s Aunt 78 Yonge Street, Toronto 
y Three- doors north of King Street. 


Sally tellin’ what day she was comin’? His 
wife—Yes; she’s comin’ Thursday.—Brooklyn | specialties for Weddings and Evening Parties. Funera 
Design on the shortest not'se. 


Life. ene 
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FINE 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


CUSTOM TAILORING 


Dress Coats Made on Short Notice 


Dress Trousers Made 


in a Day 


Knobby Tweed Suits, Specially Cheap 
Fashionable Capote Ulsters at Low Prices 


During January and February we greatly reduce our 
price lists for ORDERED CLOTHING. 


Our stock of Woollens and Trimmings is still well as- 
sorted, and special inducements are offered just now for 


CASH ONLY. 


R. WALKER & SONS 


33, 35 and 37 King Street East and 18 to 24 Colborne Street 





Ending a Letter. 


Examining three hundred letters in order to 
test the popularity of the various phrases used 
in ending them, nearly half the number were 
found to conclude with *“‘ Yours Truly.” Trite, 
commonplace and devoid of meaning as two 
words can be, yet they hold the lead in favor 
to an extent not to be wondered at in business 
letters. ‘‘ Very Respectfully” and ‘‘ Yours 
Respectfully,” are suitable terms, when the 
person to receive the letter is much older than 
the sender, or by reason of his position de- 
serves some marked expression of deference, 
but the phrases are too often used without re- 
gard to their significance. ‘* Yours, etc, and 
the abbreviated form “ Resp.” for Respectfully, 
seem half-hearted, lazy sort of signatures; a 
zigzag line would mean as much and be easier 
to make. They have not even the slight merit 
of “In Haste” or “ Hastily,” which at least 
serve asan apology for poor writing. As tar 
as simplicity goes, ‘‘ Yours” is preferable by 
far, and, indeed, is the best way to say some- 
thing without meaning anything—best because 
the shorter the meaningless formula the bet- 
ter. Some polite ending to a letter is better 
no doubt than the abrupt signature alone, and 
each person may select for himself, but for all 
— ses there is no better form than 
“Yours Truly.” 


Stuck on the Corner. 
Yeast— Why is it that a loafer is like a post- 


age stamp? ke 
Crimsonbeak— Well, 1 suppose it is because 
he seems to be stuck on the corner.— Yonkers 


Statesman. 





R. YOUNG, L.R.C.P., London, Eng. 
Physician and Surgeon 


Residence 145 College Avenue, Hours 12 till 
8 p.m., and sundays. Telephone 3499. 

@ffice 26 McCaul Street. Hours 9 till 11 a.m., and 
7till9 p.m. Telephone 1685. 


—— 
D*: EMILY H. STOWE, 119 CHURCH 


Street. -e 
tat p.m. In Therapeutics, Electricity 


Consultation 1 to 5 
Telephone 934. 


and Massage a specialty. 


ES 
ONH B. HALL, M.D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOM@OPATHIST . 

Specia'ties—Diseases of Children and Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


HENRY C. FORTIER 
ISSUER OF MARRIAGE LICENSES 
Office 16 Victoria Street. Evenings, 57 Murray Street. 


GAMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
riage Licenses, 601 Queen Street West, between Port- 

land and Bathurst Streets. Open from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Residence, 258 Bathurst Street. 


ee ee 
OSEPH LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 
mee 4 Ki Street East 
, 4 Kin ree - 
Evenings at Fesidence, 461 Church Street. 


G50: EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Cariton Street 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 

MITCHELL—At Toronto, on January 14, Mrs. W. E. 
Mitchell—a daughter. 

RATHBUN—At Deseronto, on January 18, Mrs. E. W. 
Rathbun—a daughter. 

BANKIER—At Hamilton, on January 17, Mrs. P. M. 
Bankier—a daughter. c 

MATTHEWS—At Parkdale, on January 13, Mrs. Charles 
E. Matthews—a daughter. 

TILLSON—At Gravenhurst, on January 8, Mra. B. W. 
Tillson—a daughter. - 

GRASETT—At Toronto, on January 19, Mre. F. Le M. 
Grasett—a son. 

WILLIAMS—At Toronto, on January 20, Mrs. 
Williams—a daughter. 

BAIN—At Peterborough, on January 18, Mrs. W. Gibbs 
Bain—a son. 

BARCLAY—At Whitby, on January 18, Mrs. L. T. Bar- 
clay—a son. 


Esten 


M es. 


KERR—STOREL—At St. Thomas’ Church, Walkerton, on 
January 21, by Rev. Fred. Helling Fatt, rector, Edwin 
Rombough Kerr, merchant, to Grace Austin, daughter of 
Charles W. Storel, Esq. 

GALT—HENDERSON—At Toronto, on January 20. W. 
Galt to Agnes Rennie Henderson. Peg { 
BIRD—STANTON—At Cobourg, on January 14, Thomas 

Alexander Bird to Constance Louise Stanton. 

3 Steere cat Toronto, on January 15, Rev. 
ames Drummond, B.A., of Carberry, Man. : . 

herd Robb. ee 

WILSON—IRVING—At Toronto, on January 20, Robert 
8. Wilson to Sarah Irving. azz 

BECK—SMYTH—At the residence of the bride’s brother, 
A. E. Smyth, Detroit, on Thursday, January 15, by Rev. 
John W. Thrush of Christ Church, Edward Beck of Detroit 
~s aaene 8., third daughter of the late W. J. Smyth of To- 


ito. 
STRONG—WILLIAMS—At St. Paul, Minn,, J 
8, Joseph W. Strong to Louise Williams. te 
HOLMES-—-CRONKHITE—At Wellandport, Ont., on Jan- 
eeey 20, Charles Seneca Holmes to Lottie Jennette Cronk- 


Deaths. 


JAGGAR—At Toronto, on January 18, Joha Jagger, aged 


38 years. 
doss_—At Toronto, on January 17, Beatrice Annie 


aged 6 years. Com, 





LAVIN—At Toronto, on January 20, Thomas Lavin, aged 
75 years. 

HOWARD—At Toronto, on January 19, Mrs. Isabella 
Howard, aged 55 years. 

MARSHALL—At Toronto, on January 19, Mrs. John G@ 
Marshal) 

SEA-MUIR—At Toronto, on January 18, Eliza Sea-Muir. 

LAPPIN—At Toronto, on January 19, P. Lappin, aged 69 


years 

DUNLOP—At Toronto, on January 17, Mrs. Mary Ann 
Dunlop, aged 66 years. 

EWAN—At Ottawa, on January 20, Laura Violet Ewan, 
aged 2 years. 

TISDALE—In Toronto township, on January 10, William 
Tisdale, aged 52 years. 

WHITFIELD—At Toronto, on January 20, Charles Whit- 
field, aged 60 years. 

WARD—At Toronto, on January 20, James Ward, aged 
49 years. 

HANCOCK—At Toronto, on January 18, Rev. William 
Hancock. 

MACINTYRE—At Duart, on January 13, Mrs. Margaret 
Carswell Macintyre, aged 88 years. 

STEVENS—At Manitou Springs, Col., on January 19, 
Charlie R. Stevens of Toronto, aged 30 years. 

DRUMMOND—At Toronto, on January 17, Mrs. Barbara 
L. Drummond, aged 53 years. 

WHITTON—At York Mills, on January 18, John Whitton, 
aged 58 year. 

YOUNG—At Toronto, on January 16, John W. Young. 

CARMICHAEL—At Toronto, on January 16, William Car- 
michael. 

GARRETTE-— At Toronto, on January 17, Mrs. George F. 
Garrette. 

MAJOR—At Whitevale, on January 16, Mrs. H. Major. 

GORMAN—At Toronto, on January 17, Robert Gorman, 
aged 75 years, 

MITCHELL—At Toronto, on January 18, Thos. Mithell, 
aged 69 years. 

DOBSON—At Richmond Hill, on January 18, Thomas J. 
Dobson, aged 70 years. 

JONES—At Toronto, on January 17, John Jones, aged 55 


years. 

HORNIBROOK—At Toronto, on January 18, youngest 
son of J. T. Hornibrook, aged 15 months. 

REYNOLDS—At Toronto, Oscar Reynolds, aged 13 years. 

D1IXON—At Toronto, on January 18, John Dixon, aged 
50 years. ‘ 

ROPER—At Chicago, on January 15, Howard Roper, 
aged 54 years. 

LAWRENCE—At Bradford, on January 20, Walter H. 
Lawrence, aged 20 years. 

HARRIS—At Toronto, on January 20, John Harris, aged 
29 years. 

SMITH—At Woolwich township, on December 21, Robert 
Smith, aged 94 years. : 


G L. BALL, DENTIST 


Honor Graduate of Session ’83 and ’84. 
74 Gerrard Street East, Toronto. Tel. 2266 


D® FRED J. CAPON, Dentist 


12 Carlton Street 
L.D.S., Toronto (Gold Medal); D.D.S., Philadelphia ; 
M.D.S., New York. 


W™: MILLS, L.D.S., D.D.S , Dentist 


North Cor. Yonge and Albert Streets. Entrance 4 Albert 
Street, Toronto. 


D® J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist 
325 College Street), 





Telephone 2278. TORONTO 
R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 
Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. ©. D. S$. 
Office—N. E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto. 
G. ADAMS 
° DENTIST 
346 Yonge St.; entrance, No. 1 Elm St. Tel. No. 2064. 


OAK HALL 





| 
| 
| 


OUR 


‘Boys’ Suit Department 


Is a marvel. The diversity of styles, 
range of fabrics, beauvy of design and 
superiority of workmanship must be 
seen to be appreciated. For the holi- 
day season we offer exceptional bar- 
gains in Boys’ Suits and Overcoats. 


OAK HALL 


115, 117, 119, 121 King St. East 


Toronto 


W. RUTHERFORD Manager 


66-68 and 447 Yonge St, Toronto 


S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


EXTRAORDINARY 
BARGAINS 


IN 


Colored Dress Goods and 
Freneh Cashmeres 


French Serges, double width, all wool, offer- 
ing at 20c. per yard, former price 35c. 

French Amazon or Broadcloths for taitor- 
made costumes, offering at 25c. per yard, for 
mer price 0c. 

Double-width Costume Tweeds in Scotch, 
English and French manufacture, offering at 
I7ke., 20c., 25c., 35c., 40c. and 50c. per yard, all 
the very latest colorings and mixtures. 

Fine All-wool French Cashmeres in Elec- 
tric, Strawberry, Fawn, Gray, Navy, Grenat 
and Myrtle, splendid value, at 50c. per yard, 
clearing at 35c. 

Fine All-wool Henriettas, at 45c., 50c. and 
65c., prices less than cost to import. 

Double-width wide Wale Cheviots in all the 
leading colorings, at 0c. per yard, worth 60c. 

The balance of our imported Dress Robes 
will be closed out as follows: $8.50 Robes at 
at $13.50 Robes at $8.50, $17.50 Robes at $10 
each. 

Prompt attention to all mail orders, whether 
large or small, at 


R. SIMPSON’S 


S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


DIAMONDS: 
GETROREY 


61 King Street East, opposite Toronto Street 


NOTICE. 


Notice is hereby given that an application will be made 
to the Ontario Legislature at its next session for an Act to 
incorporate the Ontario Co-operation of Disciples of Christ 
with powers for taking, holding and alienating property, 
real and personal. 

The said Society is formed for the purpose of aiding mis- 
sionary, educational and congregational efforts in con 
netion with a body of Christians known as Disciples of 


| Christ. 


D. L. SINCLAIR, 
Solicitor for the Applicants. 
Dated at Toronto, 
this 24th day of December, A. D. 1890. 


SEND TO 


HARRY WEBB’S 


FOR ESTIMATES ror 
Dinners 
At Homes 
Weddings 
Banquets 
Ball Suppers 
Receptions, etc. 


BEVERY MINUTLZ 


DAY AND EVENING CLASSES 


TORONTO SCHOOL OF TELBGRAPHY 


Jl62. King Str ns a or} 


J. & J. LUGSDIN . 


Fashionable Furriers 


Short Sealskin Jackets 
Long Sealskin Coats 
Sealskin Dolmans 
Fur-lined Overeoats 
Fur-lined Circulars 
Seal and Persian Lamb Capes — 


FUR GLOVES, FUR MATS, ROBES, Ete. 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 
Manufacturers 101 Yonge Street 


A full line of the leading English and American Silk and Fel 
Hats always instock. A large consignment of Lincoln & Benn ett 
celebrated London Hats just arrived. Our new Illustrated Cata- 
logue just out. Call or send for one. 


MacLEAN & MITCHELL 


THE GREATEST 
THE GRANDEST 
THE BIGGEST 


Bargains Ever Offered, Previous to Re- 
modelling Their Premises 


Alterations begin February 1. Mantles clearing at half price. 
Ulsters selling for $5. A similar cut on ever Jacket in stock. 


Millinery at Your Own Price 


Trimmed Millinery does not improve with lime dust, so that must go 


regardless of cost. y 
Dress Goods, Prints, Ginghams, Cottons, etc., at wholesale prices. 


MacLEAN & MITCHELL, 240 and 242 Yonge Street 


The Alliance Bond and Investment Company 


OF ONTARIO (Limited) 


$10 


HEAD OFFICES 


‘27 and 29 Wellington Street East, Toronto 


Public Assignees, Trustees and 
Administrators 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFAOTURERS OF 


PIANOFORTES 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


The oldest and most 
reliable Piano Manu- 
facturers in the Do- 
minion. 


Our written guaran- 
tee for five years ac- 
companies each Piano 


Their thirty-six 
years’ record the best 
guarantee of the ex- 
cellence of their in- 
struments. 


Illustrated Catalogue 
free on application. 


BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


COAL 
ONTARIO COAL CO. 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH OFFICES: 728 Yonge Street, 10 King Street 
Street West and Subway, Corner Bathurst Street and C. PRC ens 





